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Great poet, 'twas thy art 
To know thyself, and in thyself to be 
Whate'er love, hate, ambition destiny. 
Or the firm, fatal purpose of the heart. 
Can make of man. Yet thou wert still the same. 
Serene of thought, unhurt by thy own flame. 

Hartley Coleridge. 
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Kc^iif 




" OTHHLLt^NifcjKiM^coaceiTed m a negro, but a high 
•ad chivahrous Moorish chief. Shakespeare learned the 
spirit of the character from the Spanish poetry, i^ich was 
prevalent in England in his time. Jealousy does not strike 
me as the point in his passion ; I take it to be rather an 
agony that the creature, whom he had believed angelic, 
with whom he had garnered up his heart, and whom he 
could not help still loving, should be proved impure and 
worthless. It was the struggle n^t to love her. It was a 
mwal indignation and regret that virtue should so (all ^— 
* But yet the ^ity of it, lago 1--0 lagol the i^ of it, 
lago 1 ' In addition to this, his honour was concerned I 
lago would not have succeeded but by hinting that his 
honour was compromised. There is no ferocity in Othello ; 
his mind is majestic and composed. He deliberately deter- 
mines to die ; and speaks his last speech with a view of 
showing his attachment to the Venetian State, though it 
had superseded him. 

"Schiller has the material Sublime; to produce an 
effect, he sets you a whole town on fire, and throws 
infants with their mothers into the flames, or locks up a 
frither in an old tower. But Shakespeare drops a hand- 
kerchief, and the same or greater effects follow. 

** Lear is the most tremendous effort of Shakespeare as a 
poet ; Hamlet as a philosopher or meditator ; and Othello 
is the union of the two. There is something gigantic and 
unformed in the former two ; but in the latter, everythin/' 
assumes its due place and proportion, and the whole 
nature powers ci his mind are displayed in admirable 
equilibrium.'* Colbsioob. 



Preface. 



The Karly Kdltlons. The First Edition of OthilU wis a 
Quarto, published in 1621, with the following title-page : — 

«Tbx I Tragoedy of Othello, | The Moore of Venice. | As 
it kath heau £utrtt times actsd at tie | Globe, and at the Black. 
Friers, by | iis Maietties Senuuts, \ H^rittem 6y William Shake- 
speare. I [Vignette] | London, | Printed by N. O. for Thomas 
Walkley, and are to be sold at his | shop, at the Eagle and Child, 
in Brittans Bursse. | i6%i.** * 

In i6i% appeared the First Folio, containing Otkeli§ among the 
« Tragedies " (pp. 510-339); the text, however, was not derived 
from the same source as the First Quarto ; an independent MS. 
must have l>een obtained. In addition to many improved read- 
ings, the play as printed in the Folio conuined over one hundred 
and fifty verses omitted in the earlier edition, while, on the other 
hand, ten or fifteen lines in the Quarto were not represented In 
the folio version. Thomas Walkley had not resigned his inter- 

* Prefixed to this First Quarto were the following lines :— 
** The Stationer to the Reader. 

** T0 setfsrth a boolU without em E^tk, were like U the oU Rng^ 
Msh ^ouerbe^ A blew coat without a badge, ^ the Author being tUad^ 
I thought good to take thai pi*ce of worke vpon meet To eomsnend itt 
i will mott for thsit which is goody I hope euery moft will commend^ 
without intreaty : eutd I am the bolder ^ because the author^ s name is 
sufficient to vent his works. Thus leaning euery one to the liberty of 
iudgement : I haue ventered to print this flay^ and leaue it to thogener^ 
all censure, Yours^ Thomas Walkley.*' 

V 



Preface. <i» Tragedy of Othello, 

t»t in the play ; it it clear from the Statumar^ Re^sUr that it 
remained hit property until March itt, 1627 (i.«. 162S) when he 
assigned "Oethillo ih* M&rt •fVmif^ mito Richard Hawkins, 
who issued the Second Qnarto in 1630. A Third Qmtrto 
appeared in 1655 ; and later Quartos in 16S1, 16S7, 1695. 

The text of modem editions of the play is based on that of 
the First Folio, though it is not denied that we hare In the First 
Quarto a genuine play-house copy; a notable difference, pointing 
to the Quarto text as the older, is its retention of oaths and 
asseverations, which are omitted or toned down in the Folio 
version. 

Date of Composition. This kut point has an important 
bearing on the date of the play, lor it prores that Qftb^was 
written before the Act of Parliament was issued in 1606 against 
the abuse of the name of Ood In plays. External and internal 
cTidence seem in favour of 1604 as the birth-year of the tragedy, 
and this date has been generally accepted since the publication 
of the Varionm Shahtptara of iSli, wherein Malone*s views in 
favour of that year were set forth (Maione had died nine years 
before the work appeared). After putting forward various 
theories, he added : — ** We know it was acted in 1604, and I have 
therefore placed it in that year." For twenty years scholars 
sought in vain to discover upon what evidence he knew this 
imporumt fact, until at last about the year 1S40 Peter Cunning, 
ham announced his discovery of certain AunMU of the Revek «l 
Courit containing the foUowing Item : — 

^'BytJuKmit * HaUanos Day, being the first of Nor, 
Ma^* PUnUrt* A play at the bankettinge House att 

Whitehall, called the Moor of Venis [1604].* "^ 
* ». Shak€sp4ant S^citijf Pmiiuaiiotu, xS^a. 
vi 



the Moor of Venice m/^ Preface. 

We now know that this manuscript was a forgery, but strange 
to say there is every reason to beUere that though * the book ' 
itself is spurious, the information which it yields is genuine, and 
that Malone had some such entry in his possession wlien he 
wrote his emphatic statement (yidt Grant White's account of the 
whole story, quoted in Fumess* Farimnm edition; «/. /^. 551- 

557> 

The older school of critics, and Malone himself at first, as- 
signed the play to area 161 1 on the strength of the lines, HI. It. 

46, 47 :— 

*' TAe kiorU ^0ldg0V€ hand* ; 
Bui cur utw kirtUdry is hands not hearts^** 
rhich seemed to be a reference to the arms of the order of 
Baronets, instituted by King James in 16x1 ; Malone, however, 
in his later edition of the play aptly quoted a passage from the 
Essays of Sir Wm. Comwallis, the younger, published in 160 1, 
which may have suggested the thought to Shakespeare :— « Theif 
(our furefcdlurs) had %ooHt t§ give thdr hands and their hearts tegether^ 
h4 we think it a finer grace /• kok asquint f our hand looking one fna^f and 
our heart another,'* 

The Orlifinal Othello. From the elegy on the death of 
Richard Burbage in the year 1618, it appears that the leading 
character of the play was assigned to this most famous actor : — 
** But let me not forget one ehiefut part 
Wherein^ hey and the reety he mo^d the heart, 
ThegrietiM Moor^ made jealous by a slave^ 
Who sent his wife to /ill a timeless grave^ 
Then slew himself upon the bloody bed. 
All these and many more with him are dead,** * 

• V, Ingleby's Cenfurie ^Prayse {New Shah, Soe.), and edition, p. ijx, 
where the elegy is discussed, and a truer version printed. 
vii 



Preface <iB Tragedy of Othello, 

The Source of the Plot. The »tor7 of « // Jlftr» S 
Ftnemk* was taken from the HeeeatommHAi of the Italian novelitt 
Giraldi Cinthio; it is the seventh tale of the third decade, which 
deals with "The nnfaithfnlness of Hosbandt and ^^res." No 
English translation of the norei existed in ShalLespeore's time (at 
least we know of none), but a French translation appeared in the 
year 15S4, and through this medium the work may have come to 
England. Cinthlo's norei may hare been of Oriental origin, and 
in its general character it aomewhat resembles the tale of Tit 
T%re* AppU» in Tlu Thomamd ami One NtghU ; on the Other hand 
it has been ingeniously maintained that "a certain Christophal 
Moro, a Lnogotenente dl Cipro, who returned from Cyprus in 
150S, after haWng lost his wife, was the original of the Moor of 
Venice of Giraldi Cinthio." « Fronting the summit of the 
Gianti Stmr,** writes Mr Rawdon Brown, the author of this 
theory, ** where the Doges of Venice were crowned, there are still 
visible four shields spotted with mulberries («/ratv^«rri«r In the de- 
scription of Desdemona's handkerchief), indicating that that part 
of the palace portal on which they are carved was terminated in the 
reign of Christopher Moro, whose insignia are three mulberries 
sable and three bends azure on a field argent ; the word Mtf 
signifying In Italian either mulberry-tree or blackamoor." Per- 
haps Shakespeare learnt the true story of hit Othello from some 
of the distinguished Venetians in EngUnd ; « Cinthio's novel 
would never have sufficed him for his OikeUo^* (vidt Fumess, 
pp. 571-329). Knowingi however, Shakespeare's transforming 
* The title of the novel sumnurises iu conteoU as follows :~ 
"A Moorish Captidn takes to wife a Venetian Dame, and his Andent 
accuses her of adultery to her husband : it is planned that the Andeat 
is to kill him whom he belieres to be the adulterer; the Captain kills the 
woman, is accused by the Andent, the Moor does not confess, bat after the 
viii 



the Moor of Venice m^ Preface. 

power, we may well maintain that, without actual knowledge 
of Christopher Moro's history, he was capable of creating 
Othello from Cinthio'i saTage Moor, lago from the conning 
cowardly ensign of the original, the gentle lady Desdemona from 
** the virtuous lady of marrellous beauty, named Disdemona (i.«. 
<the hapless one '),''* who is beaten to death < with a stocking 
filled with sand,' Cassio and Emilia from the Taguest possible out* 
lines. The tale should be read side by side with the play by such as 
desire to study the process whereby a not altogether artless tale 
of horror f has become the subtlest of tragedies — ** perhaps the 
greatest work in the world." X ** ^^^^ °><Mt pathetic of liuman 
compositions." § 

inflicdoD of extreme torture, is banished ; and the widted Ancient, tliink- 
ing to injure others, provided for himself a miserable death.** 

* Thu b the only name given by Qnthio. Steevens first pdnted out that 
'Othello * b found in Reynold's Goitt Rtvengt against AduUtry^ standiog 
in one of hb arguments as follows :— '* She marries Othello, an old German 
soldier.** The name * lago ' also oocars in the book. It b also found in 
' The first and secoiul part of iJu History ^ iJu famous Euordasms, 
Prittct of Denmark, IVith the strange adventures ^ letgo^ Prince ^ 
Smxome : and of both their utyeniyortunes in Love. At London, 1605.* 

t Mrs Jameson rightly calb attention to a striking incident of the original 
story:— Desdemona does not accidentally drop the handkerchief: it b 
stolen from her by lago's little child, an b&nt of three years old, whom he 
trains and bribes to the theft. The love of Desdemona for thb ddld, her 
little pbyfellow*— the pretty description of her taking it in her arms and 
caressing it, while it profits by its situadoo to steal the handkerchief firMB 
her bosom, are well imagined and beautifully told, etc* 

X Macaulay. 

I Wordsworth:— "The tragedy of OtkeUo, Plato*s records of Che bst 
scenes in the career of Socrates, and laaak Walton's Life ^ George 
Herhert are the most pathetic of human compositioiis.** (A valnable 
sommary of criticbms, English and foreign, will be found in fonMSf* 
OtheUo, pp. 407-453) 
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Duration of Action. The action seemt* to cover three 
days:— Act T.'->one day; Intenra for voyage; Act. 11. — one 
day ; Acts III., fV., V.— one day. In order to get over the diffi- 
colty of this time-division various theories have been advanced, 
notably tliat of Double Hme, propounded by Halpin and Wilson ; 
according to the latter, " Shakespeare counts off* days and hours, 
as it were^ by two clocks, on one of which the true Historic 
Time is recorded, and on the other the Dramatic Time^ or a 
£dse show of time, whereby days, weeks, and months may be to 
the utmost contracted " (Pumess, pp. 35S-571). 

According to Mr Fl«iy, the scheme oi time for the play b as 
follows : — 

Act L — one day. Interval for voyage. Act 11. — one day. 
Act III. — one day (Sunday). Interval of a week, at least. 
Act IV. Sc i., ii., iii. ; Act V. Sc. i., ii., iii.— one day. Where 
Act IV. begins with what is now Act IIL S& iv., and Act V. 
with the present Act IV. Sc iii. 



** Dreams, Books, are each a world : and books, we know, 
Are a substantial world, both pore and good ; 
Round them with tendrils strong as flesh and blood. 
Our pastime and our happiness will grow. 
There find I personal theme, a plenteous stora, 
Matter wherein right voluble I am. 
To which I listen with a ready ear ; 
Two shall be named pre-eminently dear,— 
The gentle Lady married to the Moor ; 
And heavenly Una, with her milk-white Lamk* 



OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

DuxB OP Venice. 

BEABAMtlO, a satatmr. 

Other Senators. 

GeaTiano, inthtr U BraiaiOh, 

Looovico, HMtmoH to Brabantio, 

Othello, a nobU Moor m tJu ttrwa oftho FemHtoM ttaSu 

Cassio, hu iUtOemua, 

Iaoo, kit amcUnt, 

RoDEEKX), a Fttutiam gmUman, 

MoNTANO, OtkeiioU predecasor m tke gowmmait ^ Cyprus, 

Clown, senrant to Othello. 

Debdemona, daughter to Braknik and vf^o to OtMU. 
Emilia, wifi to logo, 
BiANCA, imutrost to Cassio. 

Sailor, Messenger, Herald, Officers, Gentlemen, Mudclans, and 
Attendants. 

Scene : Fomt* : m ntfort m Cypnu, 



The Tragedy of 
Othello, The Moor of Venice. 



Act First. 
Scene I. 

Vemee. A itntU 

Enter Rodmgo and logo. 

Rod, Tush, never tell me ; I take it much unkindly 
That thou, lago, who hast had my purse 
As if the strings were thine, shouldst know of this. 

lago. 'Sblood, but you will not hear me : 
If ever I did dream of such a matter. 
Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou told'st me thou didst hold him in thy hate. 

Tago. Despise me, if I do not. Three great ones of the 
city, 
In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 
Off-capp'd to him : and, by the faith of man, lO 

34a I 



Act I. Sc i. <e Tragedy of Othello , 

I know my price, I am worth no worse a place : 
But he, as loving his own pride and purposes. 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance 
Horribly stufF'd with epithets of war ; 
And, in conclusion, 

Nonsuits my mediators ; for, * Certes,' says h?, 
• I have ah-eady chose my officer.* 
And what was he ? 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 20 

A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife ; 
That never set a squadron in the field, 
Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theoric. 
Wherein the toged consuls can propose 
As masterly as he : mere prattle without practice 
Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election : 
And I, of whom his eyes had seen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, must be be-lee'd and calm'd 
By debitor and creditor : this counter-caster, 3 1 
He, in good time, must his lieutenant be. 
And I — God bless the mark! — his Moorship's 
ancient. 
Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hangman. 



the Moor of Venice sifi» Acti. Sc i. 

lago. Why, there 's oo remedy 5 'tit the curte of sendee^ 
Prefermeot goes by letter and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself 
Whether I in any just term am affined 
To We the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 40 

lago. O, sir, content you ; 

I follow him to serre my turn upon him : 
We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly foUow'd. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That doting on his own obsequious bondage 
Wears out his time, much like his master's ass. 
For nought but provender, and when he's old, 

cashier'd : 
Whip me such honest knaves. Others there are 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty, 50 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves. 
And dirowing but shows of service on their lords 
Do well thrive by them, and when they have lined 

their coats 
Do themselves homage : these fellows have some soul, 
And such a one do I profess myself. 
For, sir, 

9 



Act I. Sc 1. ^ Tragedy of Othello, 

It 18 as sore as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not be lago : 

In following him, I follow but myself; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 60 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 

The native act and figure of my heart 

In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 

But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 

For daws to peck at : I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune does the thick lips owe. 
If he can carry 't thus ! 

Jaigo. Call up her father, 

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen. 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 70 

Plague him with flies: though that his joy be 

Yet throw such changes of vexation on 't 

As it may lose some colour. 
Rod* Here is her father's house ; I '11 call aloud. 
lago. Do ; with like timorous accent and dire yell 

As when, by night and negligence, the fire 

Is spied in populous cities. 
Rod. What, ho, Brabantio ! Signior Brabantio, ho 1 
4 
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lago. Awake! what, ho, Brabando! thieves! thieres! 
thieres! 
Look to your hoase^ your daughter and your bags I 
Thieves! thieves! 8i 

Brabataio appears ahune^ at a wnJow* 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons ? 

What is the matter there ? 
Rod, Signior, is all your family within ? 
lago. Are your doors lock'd ? 

Bra, Why, wherefore ask you this ? 

li^, 'Zounds, sir, you're robb'd; for shame, put on 
your gown ; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 

Even now, now, very now, an old black ram 

Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise ; 

Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, 90 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you : 

Arise, I say. 
Bra, What, have you lost your wits ? 

Rod, Most reverend signior, do you know my voice ? 
Bra, Not I : what are you ? 
Rod, My name is Roderigo. 
Bra, The worser welcome : 

I have charged thee not to haunt about my doors 



Acti. Sci. <« Tragedy of Othello, 

Jo honest plainneM thou hast heard me say 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now, in madness. 
Being full of supper and distempering draughts. 
Upon malicious brayery, dost thou come lOO 

To start my quiet 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, — 

Bra, But thou must needs be sure 

My spirit and my place have in them power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell'st thou me of robbing ? this is Venice ; 
My house is not a grange* 

Rod. Most gniYe Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

lago. 'Zounds, sir, you are one of those that will not 
serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we 
come to do you service and you think we no 
are ruffians, you '11 have your daughter covered 
with a Barbary horse; you '11 have your nephews 
neigh to you ; you '11 have coursers for cousins, 
and gennets for germans. 

Bra. What pro&ne wretch art thou ? 

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the 
beast with two bteks. 

d 
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Bra* Thou art a Tillaio. 

lago. You are — a aeoator* 1 19 

Bra. This thou shalt answer ; I know thee, Roderigo. 

Rod, Sir» I will answer any thing. But, I beseech you, 
If 't be your pleasure and most wise consent. 
As partly I find it is, that your Biir daughter, 
At this odd-even did dull watch o' the night, 
Transported with no worse nor better guard 
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier. 
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 
If this be known to you, and your allowance. 
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But if you know not this, my manners tell me 1 30 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 
That, from the sense of all civility, 
I thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 
Your daughter, if you have not given her leave, 
I say agam, hath made a gross revolt. 
Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes. 
In an extravagant and wheeling stranger 
Of here and every where. Straight satisfy yourself : 
If she be in her chamber or your house. 
Let loose on me the justice of the state 140 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho \ 



Acti. Sci. <e Tragedy of Othello, 

Give me a taper ! call up all my people 1 
This accident is not unlike my dream : 
Belief of it oppresses me already. 
Light, I say ! light ! [£xi/ above, 

le^. Farewell ; for I must leave you: 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 
To be produced — as, if I stay, I shall — 
Against the Moor : for I do know, the state^ 
However this may gall him with some check, 
Cannot with safety cast him ; for he 's embark'd 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, 1 5 1 
Which even now stand in act, that, for their souls, 
Another of his &thom they have none 
To lead their business : in which regard, 
Though I do hate him as I do hell pains, 
Yet for necessity of present life, 
I must show out a flag and sign of love. 
Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely 

find him. 
Lead to the Sagittary the raised search ; 
And there will I be with him. So ferewell. \Exiu 

Enter y bdow^ Brabantky m hu taght^gown^ and Servants 
with torches. 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is ; 161 

s 
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And what '• to come of my despised time 
Is nought hut bitterness. Now, Roderigo, 
Where didst thou see her ? O unhappy girl ! 
With the Moor, sa/st thou? Who would be a 

^ther! 
How didst thou know 'twas she ? O, she deceives me 
Past thought ! What said she to you ? Get more 

tapers. 
Raise sdl my kindred. Are they married, think you ? 

Rod. Truly, I think they are. 

Bra* O heaven ! How got she out ? O treason of the 
blood! 170 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters' minds 
By what you see them act. Is there not charms 
By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abused ? Have you not read, Roderigo, 
Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sir, I have indeed. 

Bra, Call up my brother. O, would you had had her I 
Some one way, some another. Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 

Rod. I think I can discover him, if you please 

To get good guard and go along wiUi me. 180 

Bra, Pray you, lead on. At every house I 'U call ; 
I may command at most. Get weapons, ho 3 
9 
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And raise some q>ecial officers of night. 

On, good Roderigo ; I 'U deserve your pains. 

^Exeunt, 



Scene n. 
jinotber street* 
Enter Othello^ Tago^ and Attendants with torches. 

lago. Though in the trade of war I have slain men. 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o' the conscience 
To do no contrived murder : I lack iniquity 
Sometimes to do me service : nine or ten times 
I had thou^t to have yerk'd him here under the ribs. 

Otb. 'Tis better as it is. 

li^. Nay, but he prated 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 

Against your honour. 

That, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But I pray you, sir. 

Are you &st married ? Be assured of th]% 1 1 

That the magnifico is much beloved. 

And hath in his efiect a voice potential 

As douUe as the duke's : he will divorce yon, 
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Or pat upon you what rettraint and grierance 
The law, with all his might to enforce it on. 
Will give him cable. 

OiL Let him do hit spite : 

My senricesy which I have done the signiory. 
Shall out^toDgue his complaints. 'Tis yet,to know — 
Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, 20 
I shall promulgate — I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege, and my demerits 
May speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reached : for know, lago, 
But that I love the gentle Desdemona, 
I would not my unhoused free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 
For the sea's worth. But, look ! what lights come 
yond? 

/e^. Those are the raised fitther and his friends : 
You were best go in. 

Oth. Not I ; I must be found : 30 

My parts, my title and my perfect soul, 
Shall manifest me rightly. Is it they ? 

/ago. By Janus, I think no. 

Enter Casno^ and certain Officers with torches. 
OtL The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant. 
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The goodness of the night upon you, friends ! 
What is the news ? 

Cos. The duke does greet you, general. 

And he requires your haste-post-haste appearance. 
Even on the instant. 

0th, . What is the matter, think you ? 

Ciu. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine: 

It is a business of some heat : the galleys 40 

Hate sent a dozen sequent messengers 

This very night at one another's heels ; 

And many of the consuls, raised and met. 

Are at the duke's already: you have been hotly 

call'd for ; 
When, being not at your lodging to be found. 
The senate hath sent about three seyeral quests 
To search you out. 

Otk *Tis well I am found by you. 

I will but spend a word here in the house. 
And go with you. [^Exit. 

Coi. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

li^o. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land carack : 50 
If it prove lawful prize, he 's made for ever. 

Cos. I do not understand. 

ln^o. He 's married. 

Cas. To who? 



the Moor of Venice 9b Act i. Sc. u. 

Re-enter Othello, 
lago. Marry, to — Come, captain, will you go \ 
0th, Have with yoo. 

Ccu. Here comes another troop to seek for you. 
le^o. It is Brabantio : general, be adrised ; 
He comes to bad intent. 

Enter BrahantiOf RoJerigOf and Officers with torches and 
weapons* 

0th. Holla! stand there I 

Rod. Signior, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief! 

[They draw on Both sides. 

lago. You, Roderigo ! come, sir, I am for you. 

0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust 
them. 
Good signior, you shall more command with years 
Than with your weapons. 6i 

Bra. O thou foul thief, where hast thou stowed my 
daughter ? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her ; 
For I '11 refer me to all things of sense. 
If she in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid so tender, £ur and happy. 
So opposite to marriage that she shunn'd 

>3 
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The wealthy curled darlings of oar natioDy 

Would eyer haye^ to incur a general mock. 

Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 70 

Of such a thing as thou, to fear, not to delight. 

Judge me the world, if 'tis not gross in sense 

That thou hast practised on her with foul charms, 

Abused her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 

That weaken motion : I '11 have 't disputed on ; 

Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 

For an abuser of the world, a pracdser 

Of arts inhibited and out of warrant. 

Lay hold upon him : if he do resist, 80 

Subdue him at his peril. 

0th. Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining and the rest : 
Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter* Where will you that I go 
To answer this your charge ? 

Bra. To prison, till fit time 

Of hw and course of direct session 
Call thee to answer. 

Otb. What if I do obey? 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied. 
Whose messengers are here about my side, 
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Upon some preteot banness of the state 90 

To bring me to htm ? 

First Of. 'Tie true, most worthy signior ; 

The duke 's m cooocily and your noble sel^ 
I am sure, is sent for. 

Bra. How ! the duke in coondl ! 

In this time of the night ! Bring him away : 
Mine 's not an idle cause : the duke himself, 
Or any of my brothers of the state. 
Cannot but feel this wrong as 'twere their own | 
For if such actions may have passage free^ 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. 

Scene III. 
A counctl'cbamber. 

The Duke and Senators sitting at a tabk ; Officers 
attemSng. 
Duie. There is no composition in these news 

That gives them credit. 
First Sen. Indeed they are dispropOTtion'd ; 

My letters say a hundred and seven galleys. 
Duie. And mine, a hundred and forty. 
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Sic. Sen. Aod mine, two hundred : 

But though they jump not on a ju8t account, — 
As in these cases, where the aim reports, 
'Tis oft with difference, — ^yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearmg up to Cyprus. 

Duie. Nay, it is possible enough to judgement : 

I do not so secure me in the error, lO 

But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. IfTtthm} What, ho ! what, ho i what, ho ! 

JFirst Off. A messeng^ firom the galleys. 

Enter Settlor. 

Duke. Now, what 's the bunness ? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes % 
So was I bid report here to the state 
By Signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

Ftrst Sen. This cannot be. 

By no assay of reason : 'tis a pageant 
To keep us in fidse gaze. When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk, 20 

And let ourselves again but understand 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile question bear it, 
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For that it stands not in such warlike brace, 

But altogether lacks the abilities 

That Rhodes is dress'd in : if we make thought of this* 

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful 

To leave that latest which concerns him first. 

Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain. 

To wake and wage a danger profitless. 30 

Duke. Nay, m all confidence, he 's not for Rhodes* 

First Of, Here is more news. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 

Steering with due course toward the isle of Rhodes 
Have there in jointed them with an after fleet. 

First Sen. Ay, so I thought. How many, as you guess i 

Mess. Of thirty sail : and now they do re-stem 

Their backward course, bearing with fi'ank appearance 
Their purposes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, 40 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 

Duie* 'Tis certain then for Cyprus. 

Marcus Luccicos, is not he in town i 

First Sen. He 's now in Florence. 

Duie. Write from us to him ; post-post-haste dispatch. 

I^rst Sen. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moor. 
34^ ly 
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Btiter Brabantio^ Otbelhj lago^ RoderigOf and i 

Dtth* Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the goieral enemy Ottoman. 
{To Brabantioi^ I did not see you ; welcome, gentle 
signior ; 50 

We lackM your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon me ; 
Neither my place nor aught I heard of business 
Hath raised me from my bed, nor doth the general 

care 
Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and overbearing nature 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 
And it is stUl itself. 

DuJte. Why, what's the matter i 

Bra* My daughter ! O, my daughter ! 

jiU. Dead? 

Bra* Ay, to me ; 

She is abused, stol'n from me and corrupted 60 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks $ 
For nature so preposterously to err, 
Bdbg not deficient, blind, or lame of sense^ 
Sans witchcraft could not. 

Duh. Whoe'er he be that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thns b^uiled your daughter of herself 
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And you of her, the bloody book of hw 
You shall youraelf read in the bitter letter 
After your own sense, yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 70 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems, 
Your special mandate for the state-afiairs 
Hath hither brought. 

jtllL We are Yery sorry for *t. 

Duke. £To Othello^ What in your own part can you say 
to this? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

OtL Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approved good masters. 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter. 
It is most true ; true, I have married her : 
The very head and front of my ofiending 80 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my qieech, 
And little blest with the soft phrase of peace ; 
For smce these arms of mine had seven years' pith. 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 
And little of this great world can I speak. 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
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In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious 

patience, 
I will a round unyamish'd tale deliver 90 

Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what 

charms, 
What conjuration and what mighty magic — 
For such proceeding I am charged withal — 
I won his daughter. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet that her motion 
BlushM at herself; and she — in spite of nature, 
Of years, of country, credit, every thing — 
To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ! 
It is a judgement maim'd and most imperfect. 
That will confess perfection so could err 100 

Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell. 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again. 
That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood. 
Or with some dram conjured to this efiPect, 
He wrought upon her. 

Duie. To vouch this, is no proof. 

Without more certain and more overt test 
Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming do prefbr agamst him. 
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First Sen. But, Othello, speak : i lO 

Did you by indirect and forced counet 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections ? 
Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul affbrdeth ? 

OtL I do beseech you, 

Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her speak of me before her fiuher : 
If you do find me foul in her report, 
The trust, the office I do hold of you. 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even £dl upon my life. 

Duie. Fetch Desdemona hither, lao 

Otb, Ancient, condua them ; you best know the place. 
[^Exeunt logo and Attendants. 
And till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the yices of my blood, 
So justly to your grave ears I '11 present 
How I did thrive in this &ir lady's love 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, OtheUo, 

Otb. Her &ther loved me, oft invited me. 
Still questioned me the story of my lifir 
From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes, 130 
That I have pass'd. 
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I ran it throughy eyen from my boyish days 

To the Tery moment that he bade me tdl it : 

Wherein I 9pake of most disastrous chances. 

Of moving accidents by flood and field, 

Of hair-breadth 'scapes i' the imminent deadly breach, 

Of being taken by the insolent foe, 

And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence. 

And portance in my travels' history : 

Wherein of antres vast and deserts idle, 140 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 

heaven. 
It was my hint to speak, — such was the process ; 
And of the Cannibals that each other eat. 
The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 
Do grow beneath their shoulders. This to hear 
Would Desdemona seriously incline : 
But still the house-affairs would draw her thence ; 
Which ever as she could with haste dispatch, 
She 'Id come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my discourse : which I observing, 1 50 
Took once a pliant hour, and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart 
That I would all my pOgrimage dilate^ 
Whereof by parcels she had something heard. 
But not intentively : I did consent. 
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And often did beguile her of her tears 
When I did speak of some distressful stroke 
That my youth suffered. My story bebg doD^ 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs ; 
She swore, in £itth, 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

strange ; i6o 

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful z 
She wish'd she had not heard it, yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man : she thank'd 

me. 
And bade me, if I had a fnend that loved her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake : 
She loved me for the dangers I had pass'd, 
And I loved her that she did pity them. 
This only is the witchcraft I have used. 
Here comes the lady ; let her witness it. 170 

Enter Desdemoua^ A?^» ^mu/ AttendanUm 

Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter too. 

Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 

Men do their broken weapons rather ule 

Than their bare hands. 
BrM. I pray you, hear her speak : 
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If she confess that she was half the wooer. 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! Come hither, gende mistress : 
Do you perceive in all this noble company 
Where most you owe obedience ? 

Des, My noble father, i8o 

I do percme here a divided duty : 
To you I am bound for life and education ; 
My life and education both do learn me 
How to respect you ; you are the lord of duty, 
I am hitherto your daughter : but here 's my husband. 
And so much duty as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her ^ther. 
So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor my lord. 

Bra. God be with you ! I have done. 

Please it your grace, on to the state-affiiirs ; 190 
I had rather to adopt a child than get it. 
Come hither. Moor : 

I here do ^ve thee that with all my heart. 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keep from thee. For your sake, jewel, 
I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny. 
To hang clogs on them. I have done, my lord* 
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Dule, Let me speak like yourself, and lay a sentence 
Which, as a grise or step, may help these loyen 200 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended 
By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 
What cannot be preserved when fortune takes. 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 
The robb'd that smiles steals something from the 

thief; 
He robs himself that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 210 

We lose it not so long as we can smile. 
He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears $ 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow. 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These sentences, to sugar or to gall. 
Being strong on both sides, are equivocal : 
But words are words ; I never yet did hear 
. That the bruised heart was pierced through the ear. 
I humbly beseech you, proceed to the a£Fairs of state. 

Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation 221 
makes for Cyprus Othello, the fortitude of 
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the place it beet known to yoo; and though 
we hare there a tubstitate of most allowed suf- 
ficiency, yet opinion, a tOTereign mistress of 
effects, throws a more safer yoice on you : you 
must therefore be content to slubber the gloss 
of your new fortunes with this more stubborn 
and boisterous expedition* 

0th. The tyrant custom, most grare senators, 230 

Hath madcf the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : 1 do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity 
I find in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 
Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 
I crave fit diq>osition for my wife^ 
Due reference of place and exhibition. 
With such accommodation and besort 
As levels with her breeding. 

Duie. If you please, 240 

Be 't at her fether's. 

Bra. I 'U not have it so. 

Oih. Nor I. 

Diim Nor I, I would not there reside^ 

To put my fether in impatient thoughts 
By being in his eye. Most gracious duke, 

•6 
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To my unfolding lend your prosperoas ear. 
And let me find a charter m your roice 
To assist my simpleness. 

Duie. What would you, Desdemona ? 

Dcs, That I did loye the Moor to liye with him, 

My downright violence and storm of fortunes 150 

May trumpet to the world : my heart 's subdued 

Even to the very quality of my lord : 

I saw Othello's visage in his mind. 

And to his honours and his valiant parts 

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war. 

The rites for which I love him are bereft me. 

And I a heavy interim shall support 

By his dear absence. Let me go with him. 260 

Oih. Let her have your voices. 

Vouch with me, heaven, I therefore beg it not. 

To please the palate of my appetite ; 

Nor to comply with heat — the young afiects 

In me defunct — and proper satis&ction ; 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind : 

And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 

I will your serious and great business scant 

For she is with me. No, wheo light- wingM toys 
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Of feather'd Cupid seel with wanton dullness 270 

My speculative and ofEced mstrumentSy 

That my disports corrupt and taint my budness, 

Let housewives make a skillet of my helm. 

And all indign and base adversities 

Make head against my estimation ! 
Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine. 

Either for her stay or going : the affiur cries haste^ 

And speed must answer 't ; you must hence to-night. 
Des, To-night, my lord ? 
Duke. This night. 

0th. With all my heart. 

Duke. At nine i' the morning here we 'U meet again. 280 

Othello, leave some o&ctt behind. 

And he shall our commission bring to you ; 

With such things else of quality and respect 

As doth import you. 
Otb. So please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man he is of honesty and trust: 

To his conveyance I assign my wife^ 

With what else needful your good grace shall think 

To be sent after me. 
Duke. Let it be so. 

Good night to every one. [To Brab.2 And, noble 
signior, 
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If yirtue no delighted beauty hckf 290 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 
I^rst Sen, Adieu, brave Moor ; use Desdemona well. 
Bra. Look to her. Moor, if thou hast eyes to see : 

She has deceived her father, and may thee. 

[^Exeunt Dish, Senators^ Officers^ Isfe. 
0th. My life upon her faith ! Honest lago. 

My Desdemona must I leave to thee : 

I prithee, tet thy wife attend on her ; 

And bring them after in the best advantage. 

Come, Desdemona ; I have but an hour 

Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 300 

To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[JExeunt Othello and Desdemona. 
Rod. lago! 

/ago. What sa/st thou, noble heart ? 
Rod. What will I do, thinkest thou ? 
li^o. Why, go to bed and sleep. 
Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 
/ago. If thou dost, I shall never love thee after. 

Why, thou silly gentleman ! 
Rod. It is silliness to live when to live is torment ; 

and then have we a prescription to die when 310 

death is our physician. 
/ago. O villanous 1 I have looked upon the world 

•9 
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for four times seTen years ; and since I could 
distinguish betwixt a benefit and an injury, I 
nerer found man that knew how to love him- 
self. Ere I would say I would drown myself 
for the love of a guinea-hen, I would change 
my humanity with a baboon. 

Rod. What should I do ? I confess it is my shame 

to be so fond ; but it is not in my virtue to 320 
amend it. 

logo. Virtue! a fig! ^ioA in ourselves that we are 
thus or thus. Our bodies are gardens ; to the 
which our wills are gardeners: so that if we will 
plant nettles or sow lettuce, set hyssop and weed 
up thyme, supply it with one gender of herbs or 
distract it with many, either to hare it sterile 
with idleness or manured with industry, why, 
the power and corrigible authority of this lies 
in our wills. If the balance of our lives had not 330 
one scale of reason to poise another of sensuality, 
the blood and baseness of our natures would 
conduct us to most preposterous conclusions: 
but we have reason to cool our raging motions, 
our carnal stings, our unbiued lusts ; whereof 
I take this, that you call love, to be a sect or 
scion. 
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RotL It cannot be. 

/i^o. Itismerelyaliistof thebloodandapermisrion 

of the wilL Come, be a man : drown thyself! 340 
drown cats and blind puf^ies. I have professed 
me thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy de- 
serving with cables of perdurable toughness : I 
could neyer better stead thee than now. Put 
money in thy purse; follow thou the wars; 
defeat thy £iTour with an usurped beard; I say, 
put money in thy purse. It cannot be that Des- 
demona should long continue her love to the 
Moor — ^put money in thy purse — nor he his to 
her: it was a violent commencement, and thou 350 
shalt see an answerable sequestration ; put but 
money in thy purse. These Moors are change- 
able in their wills : — fill thy purse with money. 
The food that to him now is as hsdous as 
locusts, shall be to him shortly as bitter as colo- 
quintida. She must change for youth: when she 
is sated with his body, she will find the error of 
her choice : she must have change, she must : 
therefore put money in thy purse. If thou wilt 
needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate way 360 
than drowning. Make all the money thou canst: 
if sanctimony and a frail vow betwixt an erring 

3» 
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barixurian and a topersubtle Venetian be not too 
hard for my wits and all tbe tribe of beJ], thou 
•halt enjoy her ; therefore make money. A pox 
of drowning thyself! it is clean out of the way: 
seek thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy 
joy than to be drowned and go without her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be &st to my hopes, if I depend on 

the issue ? 370 

/ago. Thou art sure of me : go, make money : I 
ha?e told thee often, and I re-tell thee again 
and again, I hate the Moor: my cause is 
hearted ; thine hath no less reason. Let us be 
conjunctive in our revenge against him : if thou 
canst cuckold him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, 
me a sport. There are many events m the 
womb of time, which will be delivered. Tn^ 
▼crsc i go ; provide thy money. We will have 
more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 380 

Rod. Where shall we meet i' the morning i 

logo. At my lodging. 

Rod. I '11 be with thee betimes. 

lojgo. Go to; fiu'ewelL Do you hear, Rode- 
rigo? 

Rod. What say you? 

I^go. No more of drowning, do you hear i 
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Roii. I am changed : I '11 go sell all my land. [fxt/. 

logo. Thu8 do I ever make my fool my purse ; 

For I mine own gainM knowledge ^ould pro&ney 

If I would time expend with sach a snipe 391 

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 

And it is thought abroad that 'twixt my sheets 

He has done my office : I know not if 't be true ; 

But I for mere suspicion in that kind 

Will do as if for surety. He holds me well : 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 

Cassio 's a proper man : let me see now ; 

To get his place, and to plume up my will 

In double knavery — How, how ? — Let 's see : — 

After some time> to abuse Othello's ear 401 

That he is too familiar with his wife. 

He hath a person and a smooth dispose 

To be suspected ; framed to make women fidse. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature. 

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so ; 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 

As asses are. 

I have 't. It is engendered. Hell and night 409 

Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's light. 
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Act Second. 
Scene I. 

A sea'pwrt m Cyprus, jin open place near the quajf. 

Enter Montana and two Gentlemen. 

Mon. What from the cape can you discern at sea ? 
Ftret Gent. Nothing at all : it is a high-wrought flood ; 

J cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main. 

Descry a sail. 
Mon. Methinks the wind hath spoke aloud at land ; 

A fuller blast ne'er shook our batdements : 

If it hath ruffian'd so upon the sea. 

What ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them. 

Can hold the mortise ? What shall we hear of this ? 
See. Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet : lo 

For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 

The chidden billow seems to pelt the clouds % 

The wind-shaked surge, with high and monstroiM 
mane^ 

Seems to cast water on the burning bear. 

And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 

I never did like molestation view 

On the enchafed flood. 

34 
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MoH. If that the Turkish fleet 

Be not enshelter'd and embayed, they are drownM ; 
It it impotable to bear it oat. 

Enter a third Gemtlemam. 

TbsrJ Gent. News, lads ! our wars are done. ao 

The desperate tempest hath so bang'd the Turks, 
That their designment halts : a noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How ! is this true ? 

ThirJ Gent. The ship is here put in, 

A Veronesa ; Michael Cassio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello, 
Is come on shore : the Moor himself at sea. 
And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon* I am glad on 't ; 'tis a worthy governor. 30 

Third Gent, But this same Cassio, though he speak of 
comfort 
Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly 
And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Mom. Pray heavens he be ; 

For I have served him, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let 's to the seaside, ho I 
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As well to see the vessel that 's come m 
As to throw out our eyes for brare Othello, 
Even till we make the main and the aerial blue 
An indistinct regard* 
TbirJ Gent. Come, let 's do so ; 40 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arrivance. 

Enter Casuo. 

Cos, Thanks, you the valiant of this warlike isle, 

That so approve the Moor ! O, let the heavens 
. Give him defence against the elements, 

For I have lost him on a dang^ous sea. 
Mou. Is he well shipped ? 
Cat. His bark is stoutly timbered, and his pilot 

Of very expert and a^roved allowance ; 

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 50 

Stand in bold cure. 

{_A cry witbm : * A sail, a sail, a sail ! ' 

Enter a fourth Geniknum. 

Cat. What noise? 

Fourth Gmt. The town is empty ; on the brow o' the 
sea 
Stand ranks of people, and they cry ^ A sail ! ' 

96 
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Cos, My hopes do shape him fw the governor. 

[Gtfn/ heard. 
Sec. Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy : 

Our friends at least. 
Cat. I pray you, sir, go forth. 

And give us truth who 'tis that is arrived. 
Sec. Gent. I shall. \^Exlt, 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wived ? 60 
Cos. Most fortunately : he hath achieved a maid 

That paragons description and wild hmt ; 

One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens. 

And in the essential vesture of creation 

Does tire the ingener. 

Re-enter second Gentleman. 

How now ! who has put in ? 

See. Gent. 'Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cos. He has had most &vourable and happy speed : 

Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds. 
The gutter'd rocks, and congregated sands. 
Traitors ensteepM to clog the guiltless keel, 70 
As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she ? 
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Cos. She that I spake of, our great captain's captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 
Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A se'nnight's speed. Great Jove^ Othello guard. 
And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath. 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship. 
Make loYe's quick pants in Desdemona's arms, 80 
Give renew'd fire to our extincted spirits, 
And bring all Cyprus comfort. 

Enter Desdemona^ EmUia^ In^o^ Rodengo^ and AttendanU. 

O, behold. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore! 

Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees. 

Hail to thee, lady ! and the grace of heaven. 

Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwheel thee round ! 
De*. I thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 
Cof. He is not yet arrived : nor know I aught 

But that he's well and will be shortly here. 90 
Dit. O, but I £ear — How lost you company ? 
Cos. The great contention of the sea and skies 

Parted our fellowship— But, hark ! a saiL 

[A cry within t < A sail, a sail ! ' Gmu heard. 

3i 
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Sec. Gent. They give their greeting to the citadel : 
This likewise is a friencL 

Cat. See for the news. ^Emt Gendeman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome. [To Emiiid} 

Welcome, mistress : 
Let it* not gall your patience, good lago. 
That I extend my manners ; 'tis my breeding 
That gives me this bold show of courtesy. lOO 

[^Kusii^ ier. 

logo. Sir, would she ^ve you so much rf her lips 
As of her tongue she oft bestows on me. 
You 'Id ha¥e enough. 

Dee. Alas, she has no speech* 

logo. In fiuth, too much % 

I find it still when I have list to sleep: 
Marry, before your ladyship, I grant. 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart 
And chides with thinking. 

Ewul. You have little cause to say so. 109 

logo. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out of doors. 
Bells in your parlours, wild-cats in your kitchens. 
Saints in your injuries, devik being otfended. 
Players in your housewifery, and housewiyes in your 
beds. 

Dee. O, fie upon thee, slanderer ! 
99 
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lago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk : 

You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 
EmL You shall not write my praise. 
logo. Noy let me not. 

Di*. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou shouldst 

praise me? 
lago. O gentle lady, do not put me to 't ; 

For I am nothing if not critical. 1 20 

Des. Come on, assay — ^There 's one gone to the harbour ? 
lago. Ay, madam. 
Dei. I am not merry ; but I do beguile 

The thing I am by seeming otherwise. 

Come, how wouldst thou praise me ? 
li^o. I am about it ; but indeed my inTention 

Comes from my pate as birdlime does from frize ; 

It plucks out brains and all : but my Muse labours. 

And thus she is delivered. 

If she be £iir and wise» harness and wit, 130 

The one 's for use, the other useth it. 
Des. Well praised ! How if she be black and witty ? 
Iqgo. If she be black, and thereto have a wit. 

She 'U find a white that shall her blackness fit. 
Dei. Worse and worse. 
Eml. How if fair and foolish ? 
logo. She never yet was foolish that was hk | 
40 
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For even her folly help'd her to an heir. 

De*. Theae are old fond paradoxes to make fools 

laugh i' the alehouse. What miserable praise 140 
hast thou for her that 's foul and foolish ? 

lago. There 's none so foul, and foolish thereunto, 

But does foul pranks which feir and wise ones do. 

Des. O heavy ignorance! thou praisest the worst 
best. But what praise couldst thou bestow on 
a deserving woman indeed, one that in the 
authority of her merit did justly put on the 
vouch of very malice itself? 

A^. She that was ever hax and never proud. 

Had tongue at will and yet was never loud, 1 50 
Never lack'd gold and yet went never gay, 
Fled from her wish and yet said * Now I may ; ' 
She that, being anger'd, her revenge beug nigh. 
Bade her wrong stay and her displeasure fly } 
She that in wisdom never was so frail 
To change the cod's head for the salmon's tail ; 
She that could think and ne'er disclose her mind. 
See suitors following and not look behind ; 
She was a wight, if ever such wight were, — 

Det. To do what ? 160 

lago. To suckle fools and chronicle small beer. 

Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion ! Do 
41 
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not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy 
husband. How say you, Cassio ? it he not a 
most profane and liberal counsellor ? 

Cat. He speaks home^ madam : you may relish him 
more in the soldier than in the scholar. 

/^o. [Aside} He takes her by the palm : ay, well 
said, whisper : with as little a web as this will 
I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon 170 
her, do ; I will gyre thee m thine own courtship. 
You say true ; 'tis so, indeed : if such tricks as 
these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it had 
been better you had not kissed your three fingers 
so oft, which now again you are most apt to play 
the sir in. Very good ; well kissed i an ex- 
cellent courtesy! 'tis so, indeed. Yet again 
your fingers to your lips? would they were 
clyster-pipes for your sake i — [Tnm^ witbm.'\ 
The Moor i I know his trumpet. 180 

Cos. 'Tis truly so. 

Des. Let 's meet him and receife him. 

Coi. Lo, where he comes 1 

Eater Othelh amd AttendanU. 

Oih. O my fiur warrior ! 

Dee. MydearOtheUol 
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OtL It gives me wonder great as my content 

To see you here before me. O my soul's joy I 

If after every tempest come such calmsy 

May the winds blow till they have wakened death ! 

And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 

Oljrmpus-highy and duck again as low 190 

As hell 's from heaven ! If it were now to die» 

Twere now to be most happy ; for I fear^ 

My soul hath her content so absolute 

That not another comfort like to this 

Succeeds in unknown £ite. 

Du. The heavens forbid 

But that our loves and comforts should increase^ 
Even as our days do grow i 

OtA. Amen to that, sweet powers ! 

I cannot speak enough of this content ; 
It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 
And this, and this, the greatest discords be 200 

[^Kisting her. 

That e'er our hearts shall make ! 
/^«. {^jfjtde] O, you are well tuned now 1 

£ut I '11 set down the pegs that make this music. 

As honest as I am. 
0th. Come, let us to the castle. 

a 
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News, frieods; our wars are done, the Turks are 

drown'd. 
How does my old acquaintance of this isle ? 
Honey^ you shall be well desired in Cyprus ; 
I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts. I prithee, good lago, 
Gro to the bay, and disembark my cofiers : 210 

Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect. Come, Desdemona, 
Once more weU met at Cyprus. 

[^Exeunt all but lago and Roderigo. 

logo. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. 
Come hither. If thou be'st valiant — as, they 
say, base men being in love have then a nobility 
in their natures more than is native to them — 
list me. The lieutenant to-night watches on 
the court of guard. First, I must tell thee this: aao 
Desdemona is directly in love with him* 

Rod. With him ! why, 'tis not possible. 

logo* Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul be in- 
structed. Mark me with what violence she first 
loved the Moor, but for bragging and telling her 
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£uita8tical lies : and will she loTe him still for 
prating ? let not thy discreet heart think it. Her 
eyemustbefed; aod what delight shall she have 
to look on the devil ? When the Uood is made 
doll with the act of sport, there should be^ again 330 
to inflame it and to give satiety a fresh appetite, 
loveliness in &vour, sympathy in years, manners 
and beauties ; all wUch the Moor is defective 
in : now, for want of these required conven- 
iences, her delicate tenderness will find itself 
abused, begin to heave the gorge, disrelish and 
abhor the Moor ; very nature will instruct her 
in it and compel her to some second choice. 
Now, sir, this granted — as it is a most pregnant 
and unforced position — ^who stands so eminently 240 
in the degree of this fortune as Cassio does ? a 
knave very voluble; no further consdonable 
than in putting on the mare form of civil and 
humane seeming, for the better compassbg of 
his salt and most hidden loose affection ? why, 
none ; why, none : a slipper and subtle knave ; 
a finder out of occasions ; that has an eye can 
stamp and counterfeit advantages, though true 
advantage never present itself: a devilish knave! 
Besides, the knave is handsome^ young, and hath 2 50 
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all those requisites in him that folly and green 
minds look after : a pestilent complete knaye ; 
and the woman hath found him aheady. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her; she's full of 
most blest condition. 

lago. Blest fig's-end i the wine she drinks is made 
of grapes: if she had been blest, she would 
never have loved the Moor: blest pudding! 
Didst thou not see her paddle with the palm of 
his hand ? didst not mark that ? 260 

Rod, YeSy that I did ; but that was but cour« 
tesy. 

lago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index and obscure 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. 
They met so near with their lips that their 
breaths embraced together. Villanous thoughts, 
Roderigo! when these mutualities so marshal 
the way, hard at hand comes the master and 
main exercise, the incorporate conclusion: pish ! 
£ut, sir, be you ruled by me : I have brought 270 
you from Venice. Watch you to-night; for 
the command, I '11 lay 't upon you : Cassio 
knows you not : I '11 not be far from you : do 
you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either 
by speaking too loud, or tainting his discipUne, 

4< 



the Moor of Venice m» Act ii. Sc i. 

or firom what other course you please, which 
the time shall more fiiTonrabl j mioister. 

Rod. Well 

I^go* Sir, he is rash and very sodden in choler, and 

haply may strike at you : provoke him, that he 280 
may ; for even out of that will I cause these of 
Cyprus to mutiny; whose qualification shall 
come into no true taste again but by the dis- 
planting of Cassio. So shall you have a shorter 
journey to your desires by the means I shaU 
then have to prefer them, and the impediment 
most profitably removed, without the which 
there were no expectation of our prosperity. 

Rod. I will do this, if I can bring it to any 

opportunity. 290 

/ago. I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
citadel: I must fetch his necessaries ashore. 
Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. lExst. 

lago. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it ; 
That she loves him, 'tis apt and of great credit : 
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not. 
Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 
And I dare thmk he '11 prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too. 
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Not out of absolute lust, though peradveotore 301 

I stand accountant for as great a sin. 

But partly led to diet my revenge. 

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 

Hath leapM into my seat : the thought whereof 

Doth like a poisonous mineral gnaw my inwards ; 

And nothing can or shall content my soul 

Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife ; 

Or idling so, yet that I put the Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 310 

That judgement cannot cure. Which thing to 

do, 
If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash 
For his quick hunting, stand the puttmg on, 
I '11 have our Michael Cassio on the hip, 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank garb $ 
For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too ; 
Make the Moor thank me, love me and reward 

me. 
For making him egregiously an ass 
And practising upon his peace and quiet 
Even to madness. 'Tis here, but yet confused : 
Knavery's plain &ce is never seen till used. 3a i 

lExit. 
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Scene II 

jf ttreei* 

Enter a herald mth a proclamaHon / People folio wing. 

Her. It is Othello's pleasure, our noble and valiant 
general, that upon certain tidings now arrived, 
importing the mere perdition of the Turkish 
fleet, every man put himself into triumph ; some 
to dance, some to make bonfires, each man to 
what sport and revels his addiction leads him : 
for, besides these beneficial news, it is the cele- 
bration of his nuptial So much was his pleasure 
should be proclaimed. All offices are open, and 
there is full liberty of feasting from this present lo 
hour of five till the bell have told eleven. 
Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus and our noble 
general Othello 1 ^Exetrnt. 

Scene III. 

jf ball m the castk 

Enter Otbeilof Deedemona^ Cassio^ aiul Attendants* 

OtL Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night s 
Let 's teach ourselves that honourable stop* 
Not to outsport discretion. 

34d 49 
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Cos. lago hath direction what to do ; 

But notwithstanding with my personal eye 

Will Hook to 't. 
OtL lago is most honest. 

Michael^ good night : to-morrow with your earliest 

Let me have speech with you. Come, my dear love. 

The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 

That profit's yet to come 'tween me and you. lo 

Good night. 

^Exeunt Othello^ Desdenuma, ami Attendants. 

Enter lago* 

Cos. Welcome, lago ; we must to the watch. 

li^o. Not this hour, lieutenant ; 'tis not yet ten o' 
the dock. Our general cast us thus early fer 
the loye of his Desdemona; who let us not 
therefore blame : he hath not yet made wanton 
the night with her, and she is sport for Jove. 

Cos, She 's a most exquisite lady. 

/^. And, I '11 warrant her, foil of game. 

Cos. Indeed she's a most friesh and ddicate lo 
creature. 

Iag9. What an eye she has ! methinks it sounds a 
parley to provocation. 

50 
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Cos. An inyiting eye; and jet methinks right 
modest. 

li^o. And when she speaks^ it it not an alarum to 
love? 

Cos. She is indeed perfection. 

Iqgo. WeU, happiness to their sheets ! Come^ lieu- 
tenant, I have a stoup of wine; and here 30 
without are a brace of Cyprus gallants that 
would fam have a measure to the health of 
bbck OtheUo. 

Cos* Not to-night, good lago: I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for drinking : I could well 
wish courtesy would invent some other custom 
of entertainment. 

li^o. Of they are our friends ; but one cup : I '11 
drink for you. 

Cos. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 40 
was craftily qualified too, and behold what m- 
novation it makes here: I am unfortunate in 
the infirmity, and dare not task my weakness 
with any more. 

Ii(go. What, man! 'tis a night of revels : the gallants 
desire it. 

Cos. Where are they ? 

A^. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in. 
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Cm. I'll do 't; but it dialikes me. [_Exit. 

l^go. If I can &ten bat one cup iipoo hiniy $o 

With that which he hath dnmk to-night already, 
He '11 be as full of quarrel and offence 
As my young mistress' dog. Now my sick fool 

Roderigo, 
Whom love hath tum'd almost the wrong side out. 
To Desdemona hath to-night caroused 
Potations pottle-deep ; and he's to watch : 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble swelling spirits. 
That hold their honours m a wary distance^ 
The Tery elements of this warlike isle, 
Hafe I to-night fluster'd with flowing cups, 60 
And they watch too. Now, 'mongst this flock of 

drunkards. 
Am I to put our Casrio in some action 
That may offend the isle. But here they come : 
If consequence do but approTe my dream. 
My boat sails freely, both with wmd and stream. 
RfetUir Catiio ; wUb Mm Montaao ami Genikmm $ 
Servants foUowmg with wme. 
Cat. 'Fore God, they hafe given me a roose 

already. 
Mom. Good ^th, a litde one ; not past a pint, as I 
am a soldier. 



the Moor of Venice m/^ Act ii. sc Hi. 

I^g9. Some wioc^ ho ! 70 

[^Sit^i^ And let me the canakin clink, clink 
And let me the canakin clink : 

A soldier *9 a man ; 

A life ^8 bat a span ; 
Whj then let a soldier drink. 

Some wine» boys ! 

Cm. 'Fore God» an excellent song. 

Iq^o. I learned it in England, where indeed they 
are most potent in potting: yoor Dane» yoor 
German, and yoor swag-bellied Hollander, — 80 
Drink, ho ! — are nothing to your English. 

Ciu. Is yoor Englishman so expert in his 
drinking? 

Iag9. Why, he drmks you with fiicility yoor Dane 
dead drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow your 
Almain ; he giyes your Hollander a Yomit ere 
the next pottle can be filled. 

Cos. To the health of our general ! 

Mofh I am for it, lieutenant, and I'll do you 

justice. 90 

li^o. O sweet England ! 

C^^O ^^Z Stephen was a worthy peer. 

His breeches cost him but a crown ; 
ss 
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He hdd them sixpence all too dear. 
With that he call'd the tailor lown. 

He was a wight of high renown. 
And thou art but of low degree : 

'Tis pride that pulls the country down ; 
Then take thine auld cloak about thee. 

Some wine, ho ! I CO 

Cos. Why, this is a more exquisite song than the 

other. 
7^0. Will you hear't again? 
Cos, No ; for I hold hun to be unworthy of his 

place that does those things. Well: God's 

above all; and there be souls must be saved, 

and there be souls must not be saved. 
li^o. It 's true, good lieutenant. 
Cos. For mine own part — no offence to the general, 

nor any man of quality — I hope to be no 

saved. 
li^o. And so do I too, lieutenant. 
Cos, Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the 

lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. 

Let 's have no more of this ; let 's to our affidrs. 

God forgive us our sins! Gentlemen, let 's look 

to our business. Do not think, gendemen, I am 

54 
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drunk: this u my ancient: this is my right 

hand, and this is my left. I am not drunk now; 

I can stand well enou^ and speak well enough, lao 
JU. Excellent well. 
Coi. Why, yery well then ; you must not think then 

that I am drunk. {^Exit. 

Mom. To the pktform, masters ; come, let 's set the 

watch. 
logo. You see this fellow that is gone before ; 

He is a soklier fit to stand by Cesar 

And give direction : and do but see his Tice ; 

'Tis to his Tirtue a just equinox. 

The one as long as the other : 'tis pity of him. 130 

I fear the trust Othello puts him in 

On some odd time of his infirmity 

Will shake this island. 
Mom. But is he often thus ? 

lago. 'Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep : 

He '11 watch the horologe a double set, 

If drink rock not his cradle. 
Mom. It were well 

The general were put in mind of it. 

Perhaps he sees it not, or his good nature 

Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio 

And looks not on his evils : is not this true ? 140 

5S 
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Enter Roder^. 
lago. ^Aside t» km] How now, Roderigo I 
I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. 

Mon. And 'tit great pity that the noUe Moor 
Should hazard such a pkce as hit own second 
With one of an ingraft infirmity s 
It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 

/^. Not I, for this fiur island : 

I do lore Cassio well, and would do much 
To cure him of thu eril : — But» hark ! what noise ? 
Aerywitbm: ^Helpl help!' 

Re»enier Cattto^ driving im Roder^ 
Cos* 'Zounds ! you rogue ! you rascal I 
Man. What's the matter, lieutenant? 1 50 

Cos. A knaye teach me my duty ! But I '11 beat 

the knave into a wicker bottle. 
Rod. Beat me ! 

Cos. Dost thou prate, rogue ? [Strikirig Roderigo. 

Mom. Nay, good lieutenant ; I pray you, sir, hold 

your hand. 
Cat. Let me go, sir, or I'll knock you o'er the 

mazzard. 

J6 
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Man. Comey come, yoa 're drunk. 

Cos. Dnrnk! L^hiyJ^bt. 

logo. [ Andi to Rodang9 ~\ h.'^tivi^ I say ; go oat and cry 
a mutiny. \E9(k Roderigo. 

Nay» good lieutenant ! God's will, gentlemen ! 
Help^ ho! — Lieutenant, — or, — Montano, — sir; — 
Hdp, masters ! — Here 'a a goodly watch indeed ! 

[ A hdl rh^4. 
Who 's that thatrings the bell ?— Diablo, ho ! i6i 
The town will rise : God's will, lieutenant, hold ; 
You will be shamed for ever. 

Re-enter Othello and Attendants. 

0th. What is the matter here? 

Mon. 'Zounds, I bleed still ; I am hurt to the death. 

IFamtt. 

0th. Hold, for your fives ! 

lago. Hold, ho ! Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — gentle- 
men,— 

Have you forgot ail sense of place and duty ? 
Hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, hold, for 
shame! 

0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth tlus ? 
Are we tum'd Turks, and to ourselves do that 170 
Which heaven hath forlnd the Ottomites ? 
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For Christian sbamey put by this barbarous brawl : 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rag^ 
Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadfiil beU : it frights the isle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, masters ? 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving. 
Speak, who began this ? on thy love, I charge thee. 

logo* I do not know : friends all but now, even now. 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 180 
Devesting them for bed ; and then, but now. 
As if some planet had uhwitted men. 
Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast. 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds ; 
And would in action glorious I had lost 
Those legs that brought me to a part of it ! 

0th. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot I 

Cat. I pray you, pardon me ; I cannot speak. 

Otb. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil ; 190 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure : what 's the matter. 
That yon unlace your reputation thus. 
And spend your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me answer to it. 
58 
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Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger : 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 
While I spare speech, which something now oflPends 
me — 

Of all that I do know : nor know I aught aoo 
By me that 's ssud or done anuss thb night ; 
Unless self-charity be somedmes a vice. 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us* 

Oik Now, by heaven. 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule. 
And passion, having my best judgement collied. 
Assays to lead the way : if I once stir. 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on, a lO 

And he that is approved in this offence, 
Though he had twinn'd with me, both at a birth, 
Shall lose me. What ! in a town of war. 
Yet wild, the people's hearts brimful of fear, 
To manage private and domestic quarrel. 
In night, and on the court and gusurd of safety ! 
'Tis monstrous. lago, who began 't ? 

Mon. If partially affined, or leagued in office. 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, 

59 
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Thou art no toldier. 
lago. Touch me not to near t 220 

I had rather have thia tongue cut from my mouth 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio ; 
Yet, I persuade myself, to q>eak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is^ genenL 
Montano and myself being in speech. 
There comes a fellow crying out for help^ 
And Casno following him with determined sword. 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
« Steps in to Cassio and entreats his pause : 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 230 

Lest by his clamour — as it so fell out — 
The town might fidl m fright: he^ swift of foot. 
Outran my purpose ; and I retnm'd the rather 
For that I heard the clink and fidl of swords^ 
And Cassio high in oath ; which dU to-night 
I ne'er might say before. When I came back — 
For this was brief — I found them close together. 
At blow and thrust ; even as agjun they were 
When you yoursdf did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I reports 140 

But men are men ; the best sometimes forget: 
Though Casno did some litde wrong to him. 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best, 

So 
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Yet rarely Cassio, I believe, receired 

From him that fled some ttrange indignityy 

Which patience could not pass. 
OA. I know, lago^ 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter. 

Making it light to Cassio. Gissio, I lofe thee ; 

But nerer more be officer of mine. 

Re»ettter Desdimtma^ attended. 

Look, if my gende lofe be not raised up ! 250 

I 'U make Uiee an example. 
Des. What 's the matter > 

0th. All 's well now, sweeting ; come away to bed. 

Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon . 

[T0 Montauop who u Ud off. 

Lead him off. 

lago, look with care about the town. 

And silence those whom this yile brawl distracted. 

Come, Desdemona: 'tis the soldiers' life 

To have their balmy slumbers waked with strife. 

^Exeimt aU but lago and Caisio* 
lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 
Cat. Ay, past all surgery. 260 

lago. Marry, heaven forbid 1 
Cas. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! O, I have 

lost my reputation i I have lost the immortal 
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part of mj9e\ff and what renuuns is bestial. 
My reputation, lago, my reputation ! 

/ago. As I am an honest man, I thought you had 
received some bodOy wound; there is more 
sense in that than in reputation. Reputation is 
an idle and most false imposition ; oft got with- 
out merit and lost without deserving : you have 270 
lost no reputation at all, unless you repute your- 
self such a loser. What, man 1 there are ways 
to recover the general agam : you are but now 
cast in his mood, a punishment more in policy 
than in malice ; even so as one would beat his 
ofFenceless dog to affiight an imperious lion : 
sue to him again, and he 's yours. 

Cas» I will rather sue to be despised than to deceive 
so good a commander with so slight, so drunken, 
and so indiscreet an officer. Drunk i and speak 280 
parrot? and squabble? swagger? swear? and 
discourse fustian with one's own shadow ? O 
thou invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no 
name to be known by, let us call thee devil ! 

li^o. What was he that you followed with your 
sword? What had he done to you? 

Cos. I know not. 

I^fo. Is 't possible? 
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Cm. I remember a mass of things, but nothing dis- 
tinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. O 290 
God, that men should put an enemy in thdr 
mouths to steal away Uieir brains! that we 
should, with joy, pleasance, revel and applause^ 
transform ourselves into beasts I 

/ago. Why, but you are now well enough : how 
came you thus recovered i 

Cos. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to give 
place to the devil wrath: one unperfectness 
shows me another, to make me fiankly detpbe 
myself. 300 

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : as the 
time, the place, and the condition of this country 
stands, I could heartily wish this had not be- 
&llen ; but since it is as it is, mend it for your 
own good. 

Cos. I will ask him for my place again; he shall 
tell me I am a drunkard! Had I as many 
mouths as Hydra, such an answer would stop 
them alL To be now a sensible man, by and 
by a fool, and presently a beast ! O strange ! 310 
Every inordinate cup is unblest, and the in- 
gredient is a devil. 
Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
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creatarey if it be well used; exclaim no more 
against it. And, good lieutenant, I think you 
think I loye you. 

Cat, I have well approved it, sir* I drunk ! 

li^o. You or any man living may be drunk at some 
time, man. I '11 teU you what you shall do. 
Our general's wife b now the general. I may 320 
say so in this respect, for that he hath devoted 
and given up himself to the contemplation, mark 
and denotement of her parts and graces : confess 
yourself freely to her ; importune her help to put 
you in your place again : she is of so free, so 
kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, she holds it 
a vice in her goodness not to do more than she is 
requested : this broken joint between you and 
her husband entreat her to splinter; and, my for- 
tunes against any lay worth naming, this crack of 330 
your love shall grow stronger than it was before. 

Cos. You advise me welL 

logo. I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest 
kindness. 

Cos. I think it freely ; and betimes in the morning 
I will beseech the virtuous Desdemona to under- 
take for me : I am desperate of my fortunes if 
they check me here. 

«4 



the Moor of Venice w^ ^ftpt IL Sc iii. 

logo. You are in the right. Good night» lieutenant; 

I must to the watch. 540 

Cos. Good nighty honest lago. {Esdi, 

lago. And what 's he then that says I play the villain ? 
When this advice is free I give and honest, 
Probal to thinking, and indeed the course 
To win the Moor again ? For 'tis most easy 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit. She 's framed as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were 't to renounce his baptism, 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin» 350 

His soul is so enfettered to her love, 
That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 
Even as her appetite shall play the god 
With his weak functiop. How am I then a villain 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course. 
Directly to his good ? Divim'ty of hell 1 
When devils will the blackest sins put on. 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shows, 
As I do now : for whiles this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortunes, 360 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
I '11 pour this pestilence into his ear. 
That she repeals him for her body's lust ; 
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And by how much she striyes to do him good. 
She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; 
And out of her own goodness make the net 
That shall enmesh them all. 

BnUr Rodengo. 

How nowy Roderigo ! 

Rod. I do follow here in the chate» not like a 

hound that hunts, but one that fiUs up the cry. 370 
My money is almost spent; I have been to- 
night exceedingly well cudgelled ; and I think 
the issue will be, I shall have so much experience 
for my pains ; and so, with no money at all and 
a little more wit, return again to Venice. 

A^o. How poor are they that have not patience ! 
What wound did ever heal but by degrees ? 
Thou know'st we work by wit and not by witchcraft. 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 
Does 't not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee, 380 
And thou by that nnall hurt hast cashierM Cassio : 
Though other things grow fair against the sun, 
Yet fruits that blossom first will first be ripe : 
Content thyself awhile. By the mass, 'tis morning ; 
Pleasure and action make the hours seem short. 

66 
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Retire thee ; go where thoa art billeted : 
Away, I say ; thou shalt know more hereafter : 
Nay, get thee gone. [^Exit Rod J] Two things arc 

to be done : 
My wife must more for Cassio to her mistress ; 
I Ml set her on ; 390 

Myself the while to draw the Moor apart. 
And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife : ay, that 's the way ; 
Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Exit. 



Act Third. 
Scene I. 

Before the castle. 

Enter Cassio and some Musicums. 

Cas, Masters, pby here ; I will content your pains ; 
Something that's brief; and bid *Good morrow, 
general.' [^Jldusse* 

Enter Clown, 
Clo. Why, masters, have your instruments been in 

Naples, that they speak i' the nose thus ? 
First Mus. How, sir, how ? 
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C!b« A.re these, I pray you» wind-iiwtrvimeiits i 

First Mut. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Ch. O, thereby hangs a taiL 

Firti Mus. Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 

Ck. Marry, sir, by many a wind-instrument that I lo 
know. But, masters, here *s money for you : 
and the general so likes your music, that he 
desires you, for love's sake, to make no more 
noise with it. 

First Mui. Well, sir, we will not. 

Ch. If you have any music that may not be heard, 
to 't again : but, as they say, to hear music the 
general does not greatly care. 

Firti Mui. We have none such, sir. 

Ck. Then put up your pipes in your bag, for I 'U 20 
away : go ; vanish into air ; away ! 

£Exeumt Musiciams* 

Cos. Dost thou hear, my honest friend ? 

Ck. No, I hear not your honest friend; I hear 
you. 

Cat. Prithee, keep up thy quillets. There 's a poor 
piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman that 
attends the general's mofe be stirring, tell her 
there's one Cassio entreats her a little Bitvour <^ 
speech : wilt thou do this i 
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Clo. She it stirriogy sir : if the will ttir hither, I 30 

thall teem to notify onto her 
Cos. Do» good my friencL ^jExit Clown. 

Enter Iago» 

Id happy dme^ lago. 

lago. Yoa have not been a-bed, then i 

Cos. Why» no ; the day had broke 

Before we parted. I have made bold, lago. 
To tend in to your wife : my tuit to her 
It, that the will to Tirtaout Detdemona 
Procure me tome accett. 

fago. I '11 tend her to you pretently ; 

And I '11 devite a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converte and butinett 40 
May be more free. 

Cos. 1 humbly thank you for 't. [^Eitti lago.^ I nerer 
knew 
A Florentine more kind and honett. 

Enter EnuRa. 

EmiL Good morrow, good lieutenant : I am torry 
For your ditpleature ; but all will ture be welL 
The general and hit wife are talking of it, 
And the tpeakt for you ttoutly : the Moor repliet, 

«9 
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That he you hurt is of great fame in Cypnt 
And great affinity, and that in wholesome wisdom 
He might not but refuse you; but he protests he 
loves you, 50 

And needs no other suitor but his likings 
To take the safest occasion by the front 
To bring you in again. 

Cm. Yet, I beseech you. 

If you think fit, or that it may be done. 
Give me advantage of some btkf discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emii. Pray you, come in : 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. 

Cos. I am much bound to yoo. 

^Exitmt. 

Scene II. 

ji roam m tie cattte* 

Enter OtbeOof li^Of amd Gentlemmu 

Oti. These letters give, lago, to the pilot; 
And by him do my duties to the senate : 
That done, I will be walking on the works ; 
Repair there to me. 
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li^o. Well, my good lord, I 'D do 't. 

Otb» This fortificadoD, gentlemen, shall we see 't ? 
Gini. We '11 wait upon your lordship. [^Eniuni. 



Scene III. 

Tin garden oftht autb. 
Enter Deedemona^ Catsto^ and Emilia* 

Dee, Be thou assured, good Cassio, I will do 

Al} my abilities in thy behalf* 
£fiii/. Good madam, do : I warrant it grieTes my hut- 
band 

As if the case were his. 
Dee, O, that 's an honest fellow. Do not doubt, Cassioi 

But I will have my lord and you again 

As friendly as you were. 
Ceu. Bounteous madam. 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He 's never any thing but your true servant. 9 

Dee, I know 't : I thank you. You do love my lord : 

You have known him long ; and be you well assured 

He shall in strangeness stand no farther off 

Than in a politic distance^ 
Cae. Ay, but, lady. 
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That policy may either last so long. 
Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet, 
Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 
That, I being absent and my place supplied. 
My general will forget my love and service. 
Dis. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here 

I give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee, 20 
If I do vow a friendship, I '11 perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 
I 'U watch him tame and talk him out of patience ; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift ; 
I '11 intermingle every thmg he does 
With Cassio's suit : therefore be merry, Cassio ; 
For thy solicitor shaU rather die 
Than give thy cause away. 

EfiUr OtieOo ami Itigo^ at a instance. 

Enul. Madam, here comes my lord* 

Cos. Madam, I 'U take my leave. 30 

Da. Nay, stay and hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now : I am very ill at ease. 

Unfit for mine own purposes. 
Des. Well, do your discretion. [^EkU Caisio, 

liigo. Ha ! I like not that. 
Otb. What dost thou say i 
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lago. Nothings my lord : or if — I know not what. 
0th. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife ? 
logo. Cassio, my lord ! No, sure, I cannot think it» 

That he would steal away so guilty-likey 

Seeing you coming. 
OtL I do believe 'twas he. 40 

Dei. How nowy my lord ! 

I have been talking with a suitor here. 

A man that languishes in your displeasure. 
0th. Who is 't you mean? 
Det. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my lord, 

If I have any grace or power to move you» 

His present reconciliation take ; 

For if he be not one that truly loves you, 

That errs in ignorance and not in cunning, 

I have no judgement in an honest ^ce : 50 

I prithee, call him back. 
0th. Went he hence now ? 

Det. Ay, sooth ; so humbled, 

Tlmt he hath left part of his grief with me^ 

To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 
0th. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other time. 
Det. But shall 't be shortly ? 

0th. The sooner, sweet, for you. 

Det. Shall 't be to-night at supper ? 
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Oib. Noy not to-oight. 

Da, To-morrow dinner then } 

Otk I shall not dine at home ; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then to-morrow night ; or Tuesday mom ; 60 
On Tuesday noon, or night ; on Wednesday mom : 
I prithee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in fiuth, he 's penitent ; 
And yet his trespass, in our common reason — 
SaTe that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their best — is not ahnost a fitult 
To mcur a private check. When shaU he come i 
Tell me, Othello : I wonder in my soul, 
What you would ask me, that I should deny, 69 
Or stand so mammering on. What! Michael Cassio, 
That came a-wooing with you, and so many a time 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in ! Trust me, I could do much — 

Oti. Prithee, no more : let him come when he will ; 
I wiU deny thee nothing. 

Da. Why, this is not a boon ; 

'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves. 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm. 
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 

74 



the Moor of Venice w^ Act in. Sc m. 

To your own person : nay, when I hare a floit 80 

Wherem I mean to touch your love indeed. 

It shall be full of poise and difficult weight, 

And fearful to be granted. 
Oih. I will deny thee nothing : 

Whereon, I do beseech thee, grant me this. 

To leave me but a little to myself. 
Da. Shall I deny yon ? no : farewell, my lord. 
OiL Farewell, my Desdemona: I 'U come to thee straight 
Dei. Emilia, come. Be as your fimcies teach you ', 

Whatever you be^ I am obedient. 

[^Emiumt Desdemona amd EmiBa, 
0th. Excellent wretch ! Perdition catch my soul, 90 

But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not, 

Chaos is come ag^n. 
logo. My noble lord,^ 

0th. What dost thou say, lago ? 

logo. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my lady, 

Know of your love ? 
0th. He did, from first to bst : why dost thou ask ? 
lago. But for a satis&cdon of my thought $ 

No further harm. 
Otb, Why of thy thought, lago ? 

lagQ. I did not think he had been acquainted with her. 
Odt. O, yes, and went between us very oft. xoo 

75 



Act in. Sc iiL <M Tragedy of Othello, 

li^. Indeed! 

Otb. Indeed ! ay, indeed : discern'st thoa aught in that ? 
Is he not honest i 

lagOn Honest, my lord ! 

OtL Honest! ay, honest. 

A^. My lord, for anght I know 

Otb. What dost thou think? 

Itigo. Think, my lord ! 

Otb. Think, my lord ! By hearen, he echoes me. 
As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to he shown. Thou dost mean some-i 

thing: 
I heard thee say eren now, thou likedst not that, 
When Cassio left my wife : what didst not like ? 
And when I told thee he was of my counsel 1 1 1 
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst * Indeed ! 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together. 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou dost love me^ 
Show me thy thought. 

Jago. My lord, you know I loye yon. 

Otb. I think thou dost; 

And for I know thou 'rt full of loye and honesty 
And weigh'st thy words before thou giyest them 
breath. 
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Therefore thete stops of thine fright me the more : 
For such things in a fidse disloyal knaTe 121 

Are tricks of custom ; but in a man that 's just 
They 're close delations, working from the heart. 
That passion cannot rule. 

lago. For Michael Cassio, 

I dare be sworn I think that he is honest* 

OtL I think so too. 

Iago» Men should be what they seem ; 

Or those that be not, would they might seem none ! 

0th. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

lago. Why then I think Cassio 's an honest man. 

0th. Nay, yet there 's more in this : 130 

I prithee, q>eak to me as to thy thinkings. 
As thou dost ruminate, and gire thy worst of 

thoughts 
The worst of words. 

lago. Good my lord, pardon me : 

Though I am bound to erery act of duty, 
I am not bound to that all skres are free to. 
Utter my thoughts i Why, say they are vile and 

false; 
As where 's that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure. 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
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Keq> leets and law-days, and in session sit 140 
With meditations lawfbl ? 

Oih Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago, 

If thou hut think'st him wrongM and makest his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

logo. I do beseech you— 

Though I perchance am yicious in my guess. 
As, I confess, it is my nature's phgue 
To spy into abuses, and on my jealousy 
Shapes Cuiks that are not—that your wisdom yet. 
From one that so imperfiectly conceits, 
Would take no notice, nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 151 
It were not for your quiet nor your good. 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 

Otb. What dost thou mean ? 

li^. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord. 
Is the inunediate jewel of their souls : 
Who steals my purse steals trash; 'tis something, 

nothing; 
'Twas mine, 'tb his, and has been slave to thousands ; 
But he that filches from me my good name 
Robs roe of that which not enriches him 160 

And makes me poor indeed* 
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0th. By heayen, I '11 know thj thoughts. 

li^o. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 
Nor shall not, n^ilst 'tb in my custody. 

0th. Ha! 

/ago. O, beware, my lord, of jealousy ; 

It is the green-eyed monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on : that cuckold lives in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er 
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly loves ! 

0th. O misery! 171 

lojgo. Poor and content is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches fineless is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor : 
Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! 

0th. Why, why is this I 

Think'st thou I 'Id make a life of jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions ? No ; to be once in doubt 
Is once to be resolved : exchange me for a goat, 180 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blown surmises. 
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me 
jealous 
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To say my wife 18 fair, feeds weU, loves ccMnpany, 
Is fiee of speech, sings, plays and dances weU ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 
Nor fr(Mn mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt ; 
For she had eyes, and chose me. No, lago ; 
I 'U see before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 190 
And on the proof, there is no more but this^ 
Away at once with love or jealousy ! 

lago. I am glad of it $ for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : ther^ore, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me. I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife : observe her well with Cassio ; 
Wear your eye thus, not jealous nor secure : 
I would not have your free and noble nature 
Out of self-bounty be abused ; look to 't : 200 

I know our country disposition well ; 
In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands; their best 

conscience 
Is not to leave 't undone, but keep 't unknown* 

Otb. Dost thou say so ? 

lago. She did deceive her ^ther, marrying you ; 

And when she seem'd to shake and fear your looks, 
80 
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She loved them most 

Oti. And 80 8he did* 

Jago. ^^Jf go to then. 

She that so jouiig could give out such a seemingy 
To seel her Other's eyes up close as oak — 210 
He thought 'twas witchcraft — but I am much to 

blame; 
I humbly do beseech yoo of your pardon 
For too much loying you. 

Otb. I am bound to thee for ever. 

I^go. I see this hath a little dash'd your spirits. 

Oti. Not a jot, not a jot 

lago. r fidthy I fear it has. 

I hope you will consider what is spoke 
Comes from my love ; but I do see you're moved : 
I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues nor to larger reach 
Than to suspicion. 220 

Oib. I will not 

/ago. Should you do so, my lord, 

My speech should £ill into such yile success 

As my thoughts aim not at Cassio 's my worthy 

friend — 
My lord, I see you 're moved. 

0th. No, not much moved : 

34/ «« 
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X do not think but Desdemona's honest 

la^o. Long lire she so ! and long liTe you to think so ! 

OtL And yety how nature erring from itself — 

lago. Ajf there 's the point : as— to be bold with you — 
Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion and degree, 230 
Whereto we see in all things nature tends — 
Fob ! one may smell in such a will most rank, 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnaturaL 
But pardon me : I do not in position 
Distincdy speak of her ; though I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgement, 
May fidl to match you with her country forms. 
And happily repent 

Oit. Farewell, fiwewell: 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 
Set on thy wife to observe : leave me, lago. 240 

Iqgo. [GoMi^] My lord, I take my leave. 

0th. Why did I marry ? This honest creature doubtless 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

Iag9. [^Rehtrmng2 My lord, I would I might entreat 
your honour 
To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 
Though it be fit that Cassio have his plac^ 
For sure he fills it up with great ability, 
84 
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Yet» if you please to hold him off awhile. 
You shall by that perceive him and his means : 
Note if your lady strain his entertainment 250 

With any strong or vehement importunity ; 
Much will be seen in that. In die mean tim^ 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears— 
As worthy cause I have to fear I am — 
And hold her firee, I do beseech your honour. 

OtA. Fear not my government. 

lagif, I once more take my leave. [Eteit. 

Oti. This fellow 's of exceeding honesty. 

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit. 
Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard, 260 
Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, 
I 'Id whistle her off and let her down the wind 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have, or for I am declined 
Into the vale of years, — yet that 's not much- 
She *B gone ; I am abused, and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. O curse of marriage. 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 
And not their appetites ! I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon die vapour of a dungeon, 271 

Than keep a comer in the thing I love 
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For others' uses. Yet, 'tis the plague of great ones ; 
Prerogatived are they less than the base ; 
'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death : 
Even then this forked plague is fitted to us 
When we do quicken. Desdemona comes : 

Re-enter Desdemona ami EmsBa. 

If she be fiilse, O, then hearen mocks itself ! 

I '11 not believe 't. 
Dee. How now, my dear Othello ! 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders a 80 

By you inyited, do attend your presence. 
0th. I am to blame. 
Dis. Why do you speak so laintly i 

Are you not well ? 
0th. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 
Dee. Faithy that 's with watching ; 'twill away again : 

Let me but bind it hard, within this hour 

It will be well. 
0th. Your napkin is too little ; 

[He puts the handkerchief frmn him ; and the drcpt tL 

Let it alone. Come, I 'U go in with you. 
Dee. I am Tery sorry that you are not well. 

[Eueunt Othetto and Desdemona. 
Enau I am glad I have found this napkin : 290 

84 
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« 

This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to steal it ; but she so lo7es the token, 
For he conjured her she should ever keep it, 
That she reserves it evermore about her 
To kiss and talk to. I '11 have the work ta'en out, 
And give 't lago : what he will do with it 
Heaven knows, not I ; 
I nothing but to please his fantasy* 
Re-^nter lago. 

li^o. How now ! what do you here alone i 300 

EmU. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 

/ago. A thing for me ? it is a common thing — 

Emi. Ha! 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

Erml. O9 is that all ? What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 

/ago. What handkerchief? 

Emii. What handkerchief! 

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 

lego. Hast stol'n it from her ? 310 

Emii. N09 faith ; she let it drop by negligence, 

Andy to the advantage, I being here took 't up. 
Look, here it is. 

8s 



Act III. Sc iii. •« Tragedy of Othello, 

li^go. A good wench \ give it me. 

EmL What will you do with \ that you have been to 
earnest 
To have me filch it? 

lago. {SnaulMmg it} Why, what 's that to you ? 

Enul, IV t be not for tome purpose of import. 
Give 't me again : poor lady, she '11 run mad 
When she shall lack it. 

logo. Be not acknown on 't $ I hare use for it. 

G09 leave me. {Exit EnuBa. 320 

I wiU in Cassio's lodging lose this napkin. 

And let him find it. Trifles light as air 

Are to the jealous confirmations strong 

As prooft of holy writ : this may do something. 

The Moor already changes with my poison : 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures poisons, 

Which at the first are scarce found to distaste^ 

But with a little act upon the blood 

Bum like the mines of sulphur. I did say so : 

Look, where he comes ! 

Re-enter Otbdb. 

Not poppy, nor mandragon, 330 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world. 
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou owedst yesterday. 
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0th. Ha! ha! false to me? 

li^o, Why^ how now, general ! no more of that. 

0th. Avaunt ! be gone ! thou hast set me on the rack : 
I swear 'tis better to be much abused 
Than but to know 't a little. 

lago. How noV, my lord ! 

OtL What sense had I of her stoPn hours of lust ? 
I saw 't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me : 
I slept the next night well, was free and merry ; 
I found not Cassio's kisses on her lips : 341 

He that b robb'd, not wanting what is stol'n. 
Let him not know 't and he 's not robb'd at all. 

lago. I am sorry to hear this. 

0th. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioners and all, had tasted her sweet body. 
So I had nothing known. O, now for ever 
Farewell the tranquil mind ! fiyewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop and the big wars 
That make ambition virtue ! O, fiu-ewell, 350 
Farewell the neighing steed and the shrill trumps 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing Mt^ 
The royal banner and all quality, 
Pride^ pomp and circumstance of glorious war 1 
And, O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove's dread cUunours counterfeit, 
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Parewdl ! Othello's occupation 's gone ! 
li^o. Is 't poesiUey my lord i 
0th. Villain^ be sure thou prove my love a whore ; 

Be sure of it ; give me the ocular proof \ 360 

Or, by the worth of man's eternal soul. 

Thou hadst been better have been bom a dog 

Than answer my waked wrath ! 
logo. Is 't come to this ? 

0th. Make me to see't; or at the least so prove tt. 

That the probation bear no hinge nor loop 

To hang a doubt on ; or woe upon thy life ! 
logo. My noble lord, — 
0th. If thou dost slander her and torture me^ 

Never pray more ; abandon all remorse ; 

On horror's head horrors accumulate ; 370 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amazed ; 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add 

Greater than that. 
In^. O grace ! O heaven defend me ! 

Are you a man ? have you a soul or sense ? 

God be wi' you; take mine office. O wretched 
fooly 

That livest to make thine honesty a vice ! 

O monstrous world ! Take note, take note, O world, 

To be direct and honest is not safe. 
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I thank you for this profit, aod from hence 

I '11 love no friend nth love breeds such offence. 380 

OiL Nay, stay : thou shooldst be honest 

lago. I should be wise ; for honesty's a fool. 
And loses that it works fin*. 

OiL By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she b not ; 
I think that thou art just, and think thou art not : 
I 'U hare some proof. Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian's visage^ is now begrimed and black 
As mine own hce. If there be cords, or knives, 
Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams^ 
I 'U not endure it. Would I were satisfied ! 390 

I^go, I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion : 
I do repent me that I put it to you. 
You would be satisfied ? 

Oii. Would! nay, I wilL 

I^go. And may : but, how ? how satisfied, my k>rd ? 
Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on f 
Behold her topp'd ? 

Oti. Death and damnation i O I 

/tf^. It were a tedious difficulty^ I think, 

To bring them to that prospect : damn them then. 

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster 

More than their own ! What then ? how then ? 400 
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What shall I say ? Where 's satisfaction ? 
It is impossible you should see this. 
Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys. 
As salt as woWes in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, I say. 
If imputation and strong circumstances, 
Which lead directly to the door of truth. 
Will give you satisfaction, you may have 't* 

0th. Give me a living reason she 's disloyal. 

Iago» I do not like the ofHce : 410 

But sith I am enterM in this cause so far. 
Prick 'd to 't by foolish honesty and love, 
I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately, 
And being troubled with a raging tooth, 
I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul. 
That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs : 
One of this kind is Cassio : 
In sleep I heard him say * Sweet Desdemona, 
Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ; ' 420 

And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand. 
Cry * O sweet creature ! ' and then kiss me hard. 
As if he pluck'd up kisses by the roots, 
That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, and sigh'd and kissed, and then 
90 
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Cried 'Cursed fate that gave thee to the Moor ! ' 
0th. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 

logo. Nay, this was but his dream 

0th, But this denoted a foregone conclusion : 

'Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 
lago. And this may help to thicken other prooft 430 

That do demonstrate thinly. 
Gib. I 'U tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise : yet we see nothing done ; 

She may be honest yet. Tell me but this ; 

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief 

Spotted with strawberries in your wife's hand 
Od>. I gave her such a one ; 'twas my first gift. 
lago. I know not that : but such a handkerchief— 

I am sure it was your wife's— did I to-day 

See Cassio wipe his beard with. 
Od>. If it be that,— 

lago. If it be thaty or any that was hers, 440 

It speaks against her with the other proofs. 
Otb. 0» that the slave had forty thousand lives i 

One is too poor, too weak for my revenge. 

Now do I see 'tis true. Look here, lago ; 

All ray fond love thus do I blow to heaven : 

'Tis gone. 

Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell ! 
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Yidd up, O love, thy crown aod hearted throne 
To tyrannous hate ! Swell, bosom, with thy fraught. 
For 'tit of aspics' tongues ! 

la^. Yet be content. 450 

Oik. O, Uood, Uood, Uood ! 

lag^ Patience^ I say ; your mind perhaps may change. 

0/i. Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea. 
Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic and the Hellespont ; 
Even so my Uoody thoughts, widi violent pace^ 
Shall ne'er look back, ne'er ebb to humUe love. 
Till that a capable and wide revenge 459 

Swallow them up. Now, by yond marble heaven. 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow \^Kiudi. 

I here eng^g^ my words. 

logo. Do not rise yet. \JKmd9. 

Witness, you ever-burning lights above. 
You elements that clip us round about. 
Witness that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart. 
To wrong'd Othello's service ! Let him command. 
And to obey shall be in me remorse. 
What Uoody business ever. \T^ '^^ 

Otk I greet thy love^ 
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Not with Tain thanks, bat with acceptance bounteous, 
And will upon the instant put thee to 't : 471 

Within these three days let me hear thee say 
That Cassio's not alive. 

lago. My friend is dead ; 'tis done at your request : 
But let her live. 

Otb. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her ! 

Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw, 
To furnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 

li^o. I am your own for ever* ^Eteeum, 

Scene IV. 

Before the eastk. 

Enter Desdemona^ EmtBa^ ami Clown. 

Dee. Do you know, sirrah, where Lieutenant Cassio 

lies? 
Clo. I dare not say he lies any where. 
Dee. Why, man ? 
Clo. He 's a soldier ; and for one to say a soldier lies, b 

stabbing. 
Dee. Go to : where lodges he i 
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Ch. To tdl yoa where he lodges, is to tell you 

where I Ue. 
Dei, Can any thmg be made of this ? lo 

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me to 

defise a lodgings and say he lies here or he lies 

there, were to lie in mine own throat. 
Dei. Can yon inquire him out and be edified by 

report? 
Clo. I will catechize the world for him; that is, 

make questions and by them answer. 
Dei. Seek him, bid him come hither: tell him I 

have moyed my lord on his behalf and hope all 

will be well. ao 

Ch. To do this b within the compass of man's wit, 

and therefore I wiU attempt the dmng it. [^Exit. 
Dei. Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia i 
EwuL I know not, madam. 
Dei. Believe me, I had rather have lost my purse 

Full of crusadoes : and, but my noble Moor 

Is true of mind and made of no such baseness 

As jealous creatures are, it were enough 

To put him to ill thinking. 
EmiL Is he not jealous ? 

Dei. Who, he ? I think the sun where he was bom 30 

Drew all such humours from him. 
94 



the Moor of Venice w* Act iii. Sc iv. 

Emii. Looky where he comes. 

Des. I will not leare him now till Cassio 
Be caird to him. 

Enter Othello. 

How is 't with you, my lord i 
OtL Well, my good lady. [Jinde'\ O, liardness to dis- 
semble ! 

How do you, Desdemona ? 
Det, Well, my good lord. 

Otb. Give me your hand : this hand is moist, my lady. 
Des. It yet has felt no age nor known no sorrow. 
0th. This argues fhiitfulness and liberal heart : 

Hot, hot, and moist : this hand of yours requires 

A sequester from liberty, fastmg and prayer, 40 

Much castigation, exercise devout ; 

For here 's a young and sweating deril here. 

That commonly rebels. 'Tis a good hand, 

A frank one. 
Da. You may, indeed, say so ; 

For 'twas that hand that gave away my heart. 
Otb. A liberal hand : the hearts of old gave hands ; 

But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts. 
Dei. I cannot speak of this. Come now, your promise. 
Otb. What promise, chuck ? 
95 
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Des. I pray, talk me of Cassio. 

0th. The handkerchief ! 

Des, A man that all his time 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love, 

Shared dangers with you, — 
Otb. The handkerchief! 
Des. In sooth, you are to blame. 

Otb. Away! ^ lExk. 

Emil. Is not this man jealous ? 
Des, I ne'er saw this before. lOO 

Sure there 's some wonder in this handkerchief: 

I am most unhappy, in the loss of it. 
Emti. 'Tis not a year or two shows ns a man : 

They are all but stomachs and we all but food ; 

They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 

They belch us. Look you, Cassio and my husband. 

Enter Catsio and lago. 

logo. There is no other way ; 'tis she must do 't : 
And, loy the happiness ! go and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio! what's the news with 
you? 

Gas. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you no 
That by your yirtuous means I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love 

9« 
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Whom I with all the ofHce of my heart 

Entirely honour : I would not be dela/d. 

If my offence be of such mortal kind, 

That nor my service past nor present sorrows 

Nor purposed merit in futurity 

Gm ransom me into his love again. 

But to know so must be my benefit ; 

So shall I clothe me in a forced content 120 

And shut myself up in some other course 

To fortune's alms. 

Da. Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio ! 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 
My lord is not my lord, nor should I know him 
Were he in favour as in humour altered. 
So help me every spirit sanctified. 
As I have spoken for you all my best 
And stood within the blank of his displeasure 
For my free speech ! You must awhile be patient : 
What I can do I will ; and more I will 130 

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 

Iago» Is my lord angry ? 

EmiL He went hence but now, 

And certainly in strange unquietness. 

Jago» Can he be angry ? I have seen the cannon, 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air, 
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Andy like the deyi), from his yery arm 
PufTd his own brother ; and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then : I will go meet him : 
There *s matter in 't indeed if he be angry. 

Dei. I prithee, do so. [^Exit lu^o. 

Something sure of state, 140 

Either from Venice some imhatch'd practice 
Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him, 
Hath puddled his clear spirit ; and in such cases 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 
Though great ones are their object. 'Tis even so ; 
For let our finger ache, and it indues 
Our other healthful members even to that sense 
Of pain : nay, we must think men are not gods^ 
Nor of them look for such obsenrancy 
As fits the bridal. Beshrew me much, Emilia, 150 
I was, unhandsome warrior as I am. 
Arraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 
But now I find I had subom'd the witness, 
And he 's indicted falsely. 

Enul. Pray heaven it be state-matters, as you think, 
And no conception nor no jealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Da. Alas the day, I never gave him cause I 

Enul. But jealous souls, will not be answered so } 
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They are not ever jealous for the caate^ t6o 

But jealous for they are jealous : 'tis a monster 
Begot upoo itself, bom on itself. 

Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello's mind ! 

Eml. Lady, amen. 

Da. I will go seek him* Casdo, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, I 'U move your suit, 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost 

Cos* I humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeimt Deidemona and EnuUa. 
Enter Bianca* 

Bian. Save you, friend Cassio I 

Cat. What make you from home i 

How is it with you, my most &ir Bianca ? 1 70 

I' &ith, sweet love, I* was coming to your house. 

Btan. And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 

What, keep a week away ? seven days and nights ? 
Eight score eight hours ? and lovers' absent hours, 
More tedious than the dial eight score times i 

weary reckoning ! 

C(u. Pardon me, Bianca 1 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been pressed; 
But I shall in a more continuate time 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

^Giving her Deedemona^i bandkerchirf. 
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Take me this work oat. 

Bian, O Cassio, whence came this ? 

This if some token from a newer friend : i8i 

To the felt absence now I feel a cause : 
Is 't come to this ? Well, weU. 

Cm. Go to, woman ! 

Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance: 
No, by my fiuth, Bianca. 

Bian. Why, whose is it ? 

Cos. I know not, sweet : I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well : ere it be demanded — 
As like enough it will — I 'Id have it copied : 190 
Take it, and do 't ; and leave me for this time. 

Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ? 

Cai. I do attend here on the general ; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish, 
To have him see me woman'd. 

Bum. Why, I pray you i 

Cat. Not that I love you not. 

Bum. But that you do not love me. 

I pray you, bring me on the way a little ; 
And say if I shall see you soon at night. 

Cat. 'Tis but a little way that I can bring you ; 
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For I attend here : but I '11 see you soon. 200 

Bian, 'Tis Tcry good ; I must be circumstanced. 

Act Fourth. 
Scene |. 



Cyprus, Before the castle. 
Enter Othello and lago. 

lago. Will you think so ? 

0th. Think so, lago 1 

lago. What, 

To kiss in priyate \ 

0th. An unauthorized kiss. 

lago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed 
An hour or more, not meaniz\f any harm I 

0th. Naked in bed, lago, and not mean harm 1 
It is hypocrisy against the deril : 
They that mean virtuously and yet do so. 
The devil their virtue tempts and they tempt heaven. 

lago. So they do noihingi 'tis a venial slip : 

But if I give my wife a handkerchief — 10 

0th, What then? 
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/lyc. Why, then, 'tit lien, my lord ; and being hen^ 
She may, I think, bestow 't on any man. 

Oft. She is protectress of her honour too : 
May she giTc that ? 

lojgo. Her honour is an essence that 's not seen ; 
They haye it yery oft that hare it not : 
But for the handerkerchief — 

Oii. By hearen, I would most gladly haye forgot it : 
Thou said'st — O, it comes o'er my memory, ao 
As doth the raven o'er the infected house, 
Boding to all — he had my handkerchief. 

lago. Ay, what of that i 

0th. That's not so good now. 

fago. What, 

If I had said I had seen him do you wrong ? 
Or heard liim say — as knaves be such abroad. 
Who hamg, by their own importunate suit. 
Or voluntary dotage of some mistress. 
Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab— 

Otb. Hath he said anything ? 

lajfo. He hath, my lord $ but be you well assured, 30 
No more than he '11 unswear* 

Oa. What hath he said i 

lago. Faith, that he did — I know not what he did. 

S04 
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OtL What, what? 

1(^0. Lie — 

OtL With her ? 

lago. With her, on her ; what yoa will. 

Otb. Lie with her ! lie on her 1 — We say lie on her, 
when they belie her. — Lie with her ! 'Zounds, 
that 's fulsome ! Handkerchief— confessions — 
handkerchief! — ^To confess, and be hanged for 
his labour; first, to be hanged, and then to confess. 40 
I tremble at it. Nature would not inTest her- 
self in such shadowing passion without some 
instruction. It is not words that shakes me thus. 
Pish ( Noses, ears and lips. Is 't possible I — 
Confess ?— Handkerchief ?—0 devil ! 

[Fallt in a trance, 

lago. Work on. 

My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools arc 

caught: 
And many worthy and chaste dames even thus. 
All guildess, meet reproach. What, ho I my lord ! 
My lord, I say! OtheUo ! 

Enter Catno. 

How now, Cassio ! 
Cat. What's the matter ? 50 

SOS 
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lago. My lord is fall'n into an epilepsy : 

This is his second fit ; he had one yesterday. 

Cat. Rub him about the temples. 

I ago. Noy forbear ; 

The lethargy must hate his quiet course : 
If not, he foams at mouth, and by and by 
Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he ttirs : 
Do you withdraw yourself a little while. 
He will recoTer straight : when he is gone, 
I would on great occasion speak with you. 

^BkU Caitlo. 
How is it, general ? haye you not hurt your head ? 

Qtb. Dost thou mock me \ 

I ago. I mock you ! no, by hetTen. 6i 

Would you would bear your fortune like a man ! 

0th. A homed man 's a monster and a beast. 

logo. There 's many a beast then in a populous city, 
And many a civil monster. 

0th. Did he confess it? 

lago. Good sir, be a man ; 

Think every bearded fellow that 's but yoked 
May draw with you : there 's millions now alive 
That nightly lie in those unpn^r beds 
Which they dare swear peculiar : your case it better. 
O, 'tis the spite of hell, the fiend's arch^mock, 71 
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To lip a wanton in a secure coach. 
And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know ; 
And knowing what I am, I know what she shall 
be. 

Otb, Oy thou art wise ; 'tis certain. 

lago. Stand you awhile apart ; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. 
Whilst you were here overwhelmed with your grief — 
A passion most unsuiting such a man — 
Cassio came hither : I shifted him away. 
And laid good 'scuse upon your ecstasy ; 80 

Bade him anon return and here speak with me ; 
The which he promised. Do but enca?e yourself, 
And mark the fleers, the gibes and notable scorns. 
That dwell in every region of his £ice ; 
For I will make him tell the tale anew, 
Where^ how, how oft, how long ago and when 
He hath and is again to cope your wife : 
I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience ; 
Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen. 
And nothmg of a man. 

Otb. Dost thou hear, lago ? 90 

I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 
But--do8t thou hear I — most bloody. 

That 's not amiss ; 
X07 
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But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

IPthetto retires. 
Now will I question Cassia of Bianca, 
A housewife that by selling her desires 
Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature 
That dotes on Cassio ; as 'tis the strumpet's plague 
To beguile many and be beguiled by one. 
He^ when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter. Here he comes. loo 

Re-enter Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 

And his unbookish jealousy must construe 

Poor Cassio's smiles, gestures and light behayiour. 

Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieutenant? 
Cds- The worser that you giTe me the addition 

Whose want even kills me. 
li^ Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure on 't. 

Now, if this suit lay m Bianca's power, 

How quickly should you speed ! 
Cos. Alas, poor caitiff* 

Otb, Look, how he laughs already 1 i lo 

li^. I never knew a woman Iotc man so. 
Cos. Alas, poor r<^gue 1 I think, i' fiiith, she lo?es me. 
Oih* Now he denies it ^intly and laughs il out 

toS 
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lago. Do you hear, Caaaio ? 

Otb. Now he importiinet him 

To tell it o'er : go to ; well said, well said. 
A^. She gives it out that you shall marry her : 

Do you intend it ? 
Cos. Ha, ha, ha! 120 

Ott. Do you triumph, Roman i do you triumph I 
Cos. I marry her ! what, a customer ! I prithe^ 

bear some chari^ to my wit ; do not think it 

so unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Otb. So, so, so, so : they laugh that win. 
L^o. Faith, the cry goes that yon shall marry her. 
Cos. Prithee, say true. 
li^. I am a very villain else. 

O/1&. Have you scored me? WelL 130 

Cai, This is the monkey's own giving out : she is 

persuaded I will marry her, out of her own love 

and flattery, not out of my promise. 
OiL lago beckons me; now he begins the 

story. 
Cos* She was here even now: she haunts me in 

every place. I was the other day talking on 

the sea-bank with certain Venetians ; and thither 

comes the bauble, and, by this hand, she £dls 

me thus about my neck — I40 

X09 
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OtL Crymg * O dear Caftio I ' as tt were : his 

gesture imports it. 
Cos. So hangs and lolls and weeps upon me; so 

hales and polls me: ha, ha, ha! 
Oib. Now he tells how she plucked him to my 

chamber. O, I see that nose of yoors, hot not 

that dog I shall throw it to. 
Cat. Well, I must leave her company. 
lago. Before me ! look, where she comes. 
Cm. 'Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a perfumed 1 50 

one. 

Enter Bianca. 

What do you mean by this hanntmg of me ? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! What 
did you mean by that same handkerchief you 
gave me even now ! I was a fine fix>l to take 
it. I must take out the work i A likely piece 
of work, that you should find it in your chamber, 
and not know who left it there ! This is some 
minx's token, and I must take out the work i 
There ; give it your hobby-horse : wheresoerer 160 
you had it, I 'U take out no work on *u 

Cm. How now, my sweet Bianca! how now! 
how now! 
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0th, By heaTeOy that should be my hand- 
kerchief! 

Biott. An you '11 come to supper to-night, you may ; 
an you will not, come when you are next pre- 
pared for. [Exii 

lago, PiSxjti her, after her. 

CaM. Faithy I must; she'll rail i' the street 170 
else. 

lago. Will you sup there ? 

Cos. Faith, I intend so. 

lago. Well, I may chance to see you ; for I would 
Tery fain speak with you. 

Cat. Prithee, come ; will you ? 

lago. Go to ; say no more. \E9At Cassio* 

Oib» [^Advancing'] How shall I murder him, 
lago? 

lago. Did you perceire how he laughed at his 180 
▼ice? 

0th. O lago ! 

lago. And did you see the handkerchief? 

0th. Was that nune ? 

lago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he prizes 
the foolish woman your wife ! she gaTe it him, 
and he hath given it his whore. 
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Oth. I would have him nine yean a-killing. A 
fine woman ! a fiur woman ! a sweet woman ! 

lago. Nay, you must forget that. 190 

Otb. Ay, let her roc, and perish, and be damned to- 
night ; for she shall not Htc : no, my heart is 
turned to stone; I strike it, and it hurts my 
hand. O, the world hath not a sweeter crea- 
ture : she might lie by an emperor's side, and 
command him tasks. 

li^o. Nay, that 's not your way. 

Oik Hang her I I do but say what she is : so ddi- 
cate with her needle : an admirable musician : 
O, she will sing the savagokess out of a bear : 200 
of so high and plenteous wit and invention : — 

/a^. She 's the worse for aU this. 

Otb. O, a thousand thousand times : and then, of so 
gentle a condition ! 

lago. Ay, too gentle. 

0th. Nay, that 's certain : but yet the pity of it, 
lago I O lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

lago. If you are so fond OTer her iniquity, giye her 
patent to oflend ; for, if it touch not you, it 
comes near nobody. 2 1 o 

Otb. I will chop her into messes: cuckold 
me! 
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lago. O, 'tis foul in her» 

0th. With mine officer ! 

lagih That's fouler. 

Qih. Get me spme poison, lago ; this night. I 'U 

not expostulate with her, lest her body and 

beauty unprovide my mind agam: this night, 

lago. 
It^. Do it not with poison, strangle her in her bed, 220 

even the bed she hath contaminated. 
Oih. Good, good: the justice of it pleases: Tery 

good. 
lago. And for Cassio, let me be his undertaker: 

you shall hear more by midnight. 
0th. Excellent good* \A trumpet witUn.^ What trum- 
pet is that same ? 
lago. Something from Venice, sure. 'Tis Lodovico 

Come from the duke : and, see, your wife is with him. 

Enter Lodovico f Desdemona^ and Attendants. 

Lod. God saTe the worthy general ! 

Otb. With all my heart, sir. 230 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

\Givet Um a letter. 
OA. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

[Opens the letter^ and reads. 

34 A «i3 
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Da* Aod what '• the news, good coutio LodoTico ? 
li^o* I am Tery glad to tee you, tigoior ; 

Welcome to Cyprus. 
Lod. I thank you. How does Lieuteoaot Cattio ? 
lago, LiTety sir. 
Dei. Coiiiin, there '• fidl'o between him and my lord 

An onkind breach : but you shall make all well. 
0th. Are you sure of that? 
Det. My lord? 

0th. [i^M<£r] <Thisfiulyounottodo»asyoowill — ' 240 
Lod. He did not call ; he 's busy in the paper. 

Is there division 'twixt my lord and Cassio ? 
Det. A most unhappy one : I would do much 

To atone them, for the loTe I bear to Cassio. 
0th. Fire and brimstone ! 
Da. My lord? 

0th. Are you wise ? 

Des. What, is he angry ? 
Lod. May be the letter moTed him ; 

For, as I think, they do command him home. 

Deputing Cassio in his gOTemment. 
Det. By my troth, I am glad on \ 
0th. Indeed ! 

Da. My lord \ 

0th. I am glad to see you mad. 

"«4 
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De*. Why, sweet Othello ^ 250 

Oti. Denil [^StriUng her. 

Des. I haTe not deterfed this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be beliered in Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw 't : 'tis very much : 
Make her amends ; she weeps. 

0th. O devil, derilJ 

If that the earth could teem with woman's tears, 
Each drop she Bills would prove a crocodile. 
Out of my sight ! 

Des. I will not stay to offend you. \G<nng. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady : 

I do beseech your lorddiip, call her back. 260 

0th. Mistress! 

De$. My lord? 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 

Lod. Who, I, my lord ? 

0th. Ay; yoa did wish that I would make her turn.: 
Sir, she can turn and turn, and yet go on. 
And turn agam ; and she can weep, sir, weep \ 
And she 's obedient, as you say, obedient. 
Very obedient. Proceed you in your tears. 
Concerning this, sir, — O well-painted passion i— 
I am commanded home. Get you away ; 
I '11 send for you anon. Sir, I obey the mandate, 
"I 
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And will retorn to Venice. Hence, atannt ! 271 

[^Exit Dadmona, 

Castio shall hare my ]Jace. And, sir, to-night, 

I do entreat that we may sup together : 

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. Goats and 
monkeys ! [Exk. 

Lod. Is this the noble Moor whom our fuU senate 

Call all in all sufficient ? This the nature 

Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid yirtue 

The shot of accident nor dart of chance 

Could neither graze nor pierce ? 
lago. • He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits safe I is he not light of brain } 280 
1(^0* He 's that he is : I may not breathe my censure 

What he might be : if what he might he is not, 

I would to hea?en he were ! 
Lod. What, strike his wife. 

lago. Faith, that was not so wdl ; yet would I knew 

That stroke would proTe the worst ! 
Lod. Is it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his Uood, 

And new create this fiiult? 
lago. Abs, alas ! 

It is not honesty in me to speak 

What I hare seen and known. You shall obsenre him, 
116 
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And his own courses will denote him so 290 

That I may save my speech : do but go after, 
And mark how he continues. 
Lod, I am sorry that I am deceiTed in him. [EMuni. 

Scene II 

A room m tie castle* 

Enter Othello and EmiSa, 

0th. You haTe seen nothing, then \ 

Emil. Nor CTer heard, nor ever did suspect 

0th. Yes, you hare seen Cassio and she togeth^. 

Emil. But then I saw no harm, and then I heard 
Each syllable that Inreath made up between them. 

0th. What, did they never whisper ? 

Emil. NcTer, my lord. 

0th. Nor send you out o' the way i 

EmU. Nerer. 

0th. To fetch her £in, her glores, her mask, nor nothbg i 

Emil. Nerer, my lord. 10 

0th. That's strange. 

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest. 

Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other, 
RemoTe your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom. 

M7 
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If any wretch haye pot this in your head. 
Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 
For if she be not honest, chaste and true. 
There 's no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 
OA, Bid her come hither : go. [^Exit EnuBa. 

She says enough : yet she's a simple bawd 20 

That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A closet lock and key of villanous secrets : 
And yet she'll kneel and pray; I have seen 
her do 't. 

Enter Desdemona with EnuBa* 

Da. My lord, what is your will ? 

Otb. Pray, chuck, come hither. 

Dei. What is your pleasure ? 

Otb. Let me see your eyes I 

Look in my &oe. 

Dee. What horrible ftncy't this? 

Otb. ^0 EmBd] Some of your fimctioD, mistress^ 
Leave procreants alone and shut the door | 
Cough, or cry hem, if any body come : 
Your mystery, your mystery : nay, dis p atch. jo 

\B$utEmBa. 

Dee, Upon my knees, what doth your speech import? 
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I understand a fury in your wordti 
But not the words. 

0th. Why, what art thou ? 

Dei. Your wife, my lord ; your true and loyal wife. 

0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself; 

Lesty bemg like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double- 

damn'd; 
Swear thou art honest. 

Dei. Heaven doth truly know it. 

0th. Heaven truly knows that thou art hlse as hell. 

Dee. To whom, my lord ? with whom ? how am I fidse ? 

0th. ODeademona! Away! away! away! 41 

Dee. Alas the heavy day 1 Why do you weep ? 
Am I the motive of these tears, my lord i 
If haply you my fiither do suspect 
An instrument of this your callmg back. 
Lay not your blame on me : if you have lost him. 
Why, I have lost him too. 

0th. Had it pleased heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had they rain'd 
All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head, 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 
Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes, 
I should have found m some place of my soul 

"9 
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Adropof podeDce: baiyah^ toi 
A fixed iigare for the dae of soon 
To point fait dow oaaofi^ fiafer tt! 
Yet coold I bear that too ; wcO, fcfj vdl : 
But tfaeffy where I bate ^vscr^d iqi wij facai^ 
Where eidier I moit life or betf mo Mt, 
The foaotno from the which wkj oncat iwm^ 
Or ebe driei iq> ; to be <fiecuded theaoe ! 60 

Or keep it at a dttem fior fbd toadt 
To koot and fender ia! Torn thy co mp to a on dierc^ 
F^kacef dioo yooi^ and rote^Jqip'd < 
Ajf there^ look grim at heO ! 
Dm* I hope my noble lord etteemt 1 
OsL O, ay ; at tnmmer fliet are in the Aamblca^ 

That quicken eren with hlownf* O thou weod^ 
Who art to lo?ety £nr and ameirtt to tweet 
That the tente aches at thec^ would thon hadtt ne*er 
been bom ! 
Det* Alaty what ignorant «n have I c o nwnitlrd i 70 
Oti, Wat thit fair paper, thit most goodly book. 

Made to write * whore' upon? What conmutted ! 

Committed I O thoa pohlic commoner ! 

I thoold make fery feig^ of my chcdc% 

That would to cinders bum up modesty. 

Did I but speak thy deeds. What committod ! 
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HeftTen stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 

The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 

Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear it. What committed i 80 

Impudent strumpet ! 
Du. By heaven, yon do me wrong. 

0th. Are not you a strumpet ? 
Dei. No, as I am a Christian :' 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord 

From any other foul udawfiil touch 

Be not to be a strumpet, I am none. 
Oti. What, not a whore ? 
Dei. No^ as I shall be saved. 

Oa. Is 't possible? 
Dee. O, heaven forgive us ! 
0th. I cry you mercy then : 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice 

That married with Othello. IRaukg hie v^iee^ 
You, mistress, 90 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 

And keep the gate of hell I 

Re-enter EmRa. 

You, you, ay, you ! 

We have done our course | there 's money for your 
pains: 
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I priy jou, turn the key, and keep oar counsel. 

lExit. 

Emil. Alaiy what does this gentleman concetve ? 

How do you, madam I how do you, my good lady ? 

Da, Faith, half asleep. 

EmtU. Good madam, what's the matter with my lord i 

Da. With who ? 

BtrnL Why, with my lord, madam. lOO 

Da, Who is thy lord ? 

EmiL He that is yours, sweet lady. 

Da. I have none : do nof talk to me, Emilia ; 
I cannot weep» nor answer have I none 
But what should go by water. Prithee^ to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets : remember % 
And call diy husband hither. 

EnuL Here 's a change indeed ! 

\Et^. 

Da. 'Tis meet I should be used so, fery meet. 
How have I been behaved, that he might stick 
The smallest opinion on my least misuse \ 

Re^mtir EmiRa^ with logo. 

la^o. What u your pleasure, madam ? How is't with 
you? no 

Dei. I cannot teU. Those that do teach young babes 
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Do it with gentle means and easy tasks : 

He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 

I am a child to chiding. 
lago. What 's the matter, lady ? 

Emil. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhored her, 

Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her, 

As true hearts cannot bear. 
Dei. Am I that name^ lago ? • 

lago. What name, fiur hdy ' 

Des. Such as she says my lord did say I was. 
Emii. He call'd her whore : a beggar in his drink i20 

Could not have laid such terms upon his callet. 
Jago. Why did he so? 

Dei. I do not know : I am sure I am none such. 
lago. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the day | 
EmL Hath she forsook so many noble matches. 

Her fether and her country and her friends. 

To be call'd whore ? would it not make one weep ? 
Dee. It is my wretched fortune. 
lago. Beshrew him for 't ! 

How comes this trick iq>on him ? 
Dee. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Eml, I wiU be hang'd, if some eternal villain, 1 30 

Some busy and insmuating rogue. 

Some cogging, cozenmg slave, to get some office, 
••J 
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Have not defued this slander ; I 'U be hang'd else. 
logo. Fie, there if no tach roan ; it is impossible. 
Des. If any such there be, heaven pardon him ! 
Ewttl. A halter pardon him ! and hell gnaw his bones ? 

Why should he call her whore? who keeps her 
company? 

What place ? what time ? what form ? what likeli- 
hood? 

The Moor 's abused by some most nllanoos knayc^ 

Some base notorions knafe* some scurry f^dw. 14O 

heaven, that such companions thou'ldst nnfbld» 
And put in every honest hand a whip 

To lash the rasods naked through the world 

Even from the cast to the west! 
logo. Speak within door. 

Emu!. O, fie upon them ! Some such squire he was 

That tura'd your wit the seamy side without. 

And made you to sn^>ect me with the Moor. 
logo. You are a fool ; go to. 
Des, O good Iago» 

What shall I do to win my lord ag^in ? 

Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of heaven, 

1 know not how I lost him. Here I kneel : 151 
If e'er my will did trespass 'gainst his love 
Either in discourse of thought or actual deed, 

W4 
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Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any tenaey 

Delighted them in any other form. 

Or that I do not yet, and e^er did. 

And e?er will, though he do shake me off 

To beggarly divorcement, love him dearly. 

Comfort foreswear me 1 Unkindness may do much ; 

And his unkindness may defeat my life, i6o 

Bat nerer taint my loTe. I cannot say * whore ' : 

It doth abhor me now I speak the word ; 

To do the act that might the addition earn 

Not the world's mass of Tanity could make me. 

lago, I pray you, be content ; 'tb but his humour : 
The business of the state does him offence, 
And he does chide with you. 

Des, If 'twere no other, — 

lago. 'Tis but so, I warrant. [Trumpets within. 

Hark, how these instruments summon to supper ! 
The messengers of Venice stay the meat : 170 

Go m, and weep not ; all things shall be well. 

[Etcetmi Desdemoua and Emilia. 

Enter Roderigo, 

How now, Roderigo ! 
Rod. I do not find that thou dealest justly with 
me. 

■as 
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lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rjod. Eirery day thoa dafiett me with some device^ 
lago; and rather, at it aeems to me now» 
keepett from me all con?eniency than tnppliest 
me with the least advantage of hope. I wiU 
indeed no longer endure it ; nor am I yet per- i8o 
suaded to pat up in peace what already I have 
foolishly suffered. 

lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod. Faith, I have heard too much \ for your words 
and performances are no kin together. 

lagp. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I haye wasted myself 
out of my means. The jewels you have had 
from me to deliver to Desdemona would half 
have corrupted a votarist : you have told me she 190 
hath received them and returned me expectations 
and comforts of sudden respect and acijuaint- 
ance ; but I find none. 

lagp. Well ; go to ; very welL 

Rod. Very well ! go to ! I cannot go to, man $ nor 
'tis not very well : by this hand, I say 'tis very 
scurvy, and begin to find mysdf fopped in it. 

lagfi. Verj well 

Rod. I tdl you 'tis not very well. I will make 

ia6 



the Moor of Venice mf^ Act i v. Sc. ii. 

myself known to Detdemona : if she will return 200 
me my jewels, I will give over my suit and 
repent my unlawful s<rficitation ; if not, assure 
yourself I will seek satis&ctioo of you. 

I^go. You have said now. 

Rod, Ay, and said nothing but what I protest in- 
tendment of doing. 

lojgo. Why, now I see there 's mettle in thee ; and 
eren from this instant do build on thee a better 
opinion than erer before. GiTe me thy hand, 
Roderigo: thou hast taken against me a most 210 
just exception ; but yet, I protest, I have dealt 
most directly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

^^fo. I grant indeed it hath not appeared, and your 
suspicion is not without wit and judgement. 
But, Roderigo, if thou hast that m thee indeed, 
which I haye greater reason to believe now 
than erer, I mean purpose, courage and valour, 
this night show it : if thou the next night foi- 
lowmg enjoy not Desdemona, take me from 220 
this world with treachery and devise engines 
for my life. 

R0J. Well, what is it ? is it within reason and com- 
pass? 

tf7 
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lago. Sir, there it especial commisaon come from 
Venice to depute Gudo in Othello's place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Desde- 
mona retom again to Venice. 

Iti^. 0» no; he goes into Mauritania, and takes 

away with him the fiur Desdemona, unless his 230 
abode be lingered here by some accident: 
wherein none can be so determinate as the re- 
moving of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean, removing of him ? 

logo. Why, by making him uncapabk of Othello's 
place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me to do ? 

logo. Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit and a 
right. He sups to-night with a harlotry, and 
thither will I go to him : he knows not yet of 240 
his honouraUe fortune. If you wiU watch his 
going thence, which I will fiishion to fell out 
between twelve and one^ you may take him at 
your pleasure : I will be near to second your 
attempt, and he shall M between us. Come, 
stand not amazed at it, but go along with me ; 
I will show you such a necessity in hi} death 
that yott shall think yourself bound to put it on 

228 
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him. It b DOW high mipper-timey and the night 
growB to waste : about it. 250 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 

lago. And you shall be satisfied. [ExeimU 

Scene III. 



Another room m the castle. 

Enter OtbeUof Lodovko^ Desdemona^ EmUa^ amd 
Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no further. 

0th. O, pardon me ; 'twill do me good to walk. 

Lod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank your ladyship. 

Dee. Your honour is most welcome. 

Oih. Will you walk, sir ? 

O,— -Desdemona,— 

Des. My lord? 

0th. Get you to bed on the instant ; I will be re- 
turned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there : 
look it be done. 

Des. I will, my lord. lO 

[^Exeunt Othello^ LodovicOf and Attendants. 

Enul. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he did. 

Des. He says he will return incontinent : 
34 i i«9 
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He hath commanded me to go to bed. 
And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me ! 

Dei» It was hu bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nighdy wearing, and adieu ; 
We must not now displease him. 

EnuL I would you had never seen him ! 

Dei» So would not I : my love doth so approve him, 19 
That even his stubbornness, his checks, his frowns, — 
Prithee, unpin me, — ^have grace and £ivour in them. 

Eniil. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the bed. 

Da. All's one. Good ^th, how foolish are our minds ! 
If I do die before thee, prithee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid callM Barbara : 

She was in love ; and he she loved proved mad 
And did forsake her : she had a song of * willow ; ' 
An old thing 'twas, but it expressed her fortune^ 
And she died nnging it : that song to-night 30 
Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do 
But to go hang my head all at one side 
And sing it like poor Barbara. Prithee, dispatch. 

EmU. Shall I go fetch your night-gown ? 

Da* No, unpin me here. 

130 
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This LodoTico is a proper i 

EmiL A very handsome man. 

Da. He speaks well 

BmiL I know a lady in Venice would have walked 
barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his nether 
lip. 40 

Dm, Z^^P^^l '^^ P^^^ *^ *^^ nghing by a sycamore 
tree, 

Sing all a green willow ; 
Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee» 

Smg willow, willow, willow : 
The fresh streams ran by her, and nmrmur'd her 
moans; 
Sing willow, willow, willow ; 
Her salt tears fell from her, and sofren'd the stones ; — 

Lay by these :— 

£Smgu^2 ^^Z willow, willow, willow | 

Prithee, hie thee ; he '11 come anon : — jO 

[^Smgrng} Sing all a green willow must be my gar- 
land. 
Let nobody blame him ; his scorn I i^profe^— 

Nay, that's not next. Hark! who is 't that knocks ? 
BmiL It's the wind. 
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Du, [^Sm^g2 I called my We Mae love; but what 
said he theD ? 
Siog willow, willoWy willow : 
If I court moe women, you '11 couch with moe men. 

So get thee gone ; good night. Mine eyes do itch ; 

Doth that bode weeping ? 
Emi/. 'Tie neither here nor there. 

Des, I have heard it said so. O, these men, these men ! 

Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, Emilia, — 

That there be women do abuse their husbands 6a 

In such gross kind ? 
EmU. .There be some such, no question. 

Des. Wouldtt thou do such a deed for all the world ? 
Emil. Why, would not you ? 

Dei, No, by this heavenly light ! 

EmU. Nor I neither by this heavenly light; I 

might do 't as well i' the dark. 
Des. Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world i 
Eml. The world's a huge thing : it is a great price 

For a small vice. 
Des. In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 

Emil. In troth, I think I should ; and undo 't when I 71 

had done. Marry, I would not do such a thingfor 

a jomt^ring, nor for measures of lawn, nor for 

»3« 



the Moor of Venice w^ Act iv. Sc. iii. 

go wnsy petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty ezhibU 
tion; but, for the whole world, — ^why, who 
would not make her husband a cuckold to make 
him a monarch ? I should venture purgatory for 't. 

Dei, Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world 

Eml. Why, the wrong b but a wrong i' the world ; 80 
and having the world for your labour, 'tis a 
wrong in your own world, and you might 
quickly make it right. 

/)«/• I do not think there is any such woman. 

Emii. Yes, a dozen ; and as many to the vantage as 
would store the world they played for. 
But I do think it is their husbands' fiiults 
If wives do fell : say that they slack their duties 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps. 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 90 

Throwing restraint upon us, or say they strike us, 
Or scant our former having in despite. 
Why, we have galls, and though we have some 
. grace. 

Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 
Their wives have sense like them: they see and 

smell 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour* 
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As hu^KUub haTc What is it that they do 
When they change us for others ? Is it sport? 
I think it is : and doth affection breed it ? 
I think it doth : is't frailty that thus errs? lOO 
It is so too : and have not we affections^ 
Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have ? 
Then let them use us well : else let them know, 
The ills we do» their ills instruct us so. 
Dii, Good night, good night : heaven me such uses send. 
Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend ! 

fEttmtt, 



Act Fifth. 

Scene I. 

Cyprus. Ji tfrmi. 

EuUr Iag9 mid Roderfgo. 

/lyv. Here^ stand behind this bulk; straight will he 
comes • 

Wear thy good rapier bare^ and put it home : 
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I '11 be at thy elbow : 
It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that, 
And fix roost firm thy resolution. 
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Rod. Be near at haod $ I may miscany ia 't. 

lago. Here» at thy hand : be bold, and take thy stand 

[^Reiirei. 

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed ; 

And yet he hath given me satisfying reasons : 

'Tis but a man gone. Forth, my sword: he dies. lo 

logo. I have rubb'd this young quat aUnost to the sense, 
And he grows angry. Now, whether he kill Cassio, 
Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other. 
Every way makes my gain : live Roderigo, 
He calls me to a restitution large 
Of gold and jewels that I bobb'd from him, 
As gifb to Desdemona : 
It must not be : if Cassio do remain. 
He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me ugly ; and besides, the Moor 20 
May unfold me to him ; there stand I in much peril : 
No, he must die. Be 't so. I hear him coming. 
Enter Cassio. 

Rod. I know his gait ; 'tb he. Villain, thou diest ! 

[Ji/Iakes a pass at Cassio. 

Cos. That thrust had been mine enemy indeed, 
But that my coat u better than thou know'st : 
I will make proof of thine. 

[Draws^ and wounds Roderigo, 
13s 
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Rod. O, I am slain ! 

\Iagofrom behind wounds Castio in the kg^ and emt. 

Cm, I am maim'd for ever. Help, ho! murder! 

murder ! [^FaUi* 

Enter Othello. 

0th. The voice of Casdo : lago keeps his wonL 

Rod. O, villain that I am ! 

0th. It b even so. 

Cos. Of help, ho ! light ! a surgeon ! 50 

0th. 'Tis he. O brave Iago» honest and just, 

That hast such noble sense of thy friend's wrong ! 
Thoa teachest me. Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your unblest htc hies : strumpet, I come I 
Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are 

blotted: 
Thy bed lust-stain'd shall with lust's blood be spotted. 

lEtdt. 

Enter Lodovico and Graiiano. 

Cos. What, ho ! no watch ? no passage ? murder ! murder! 
Gra. 'Tis some mischance ; the cry is very direfiiL 
Cos. O, help! 
Lod. Hark ! 40 

Rod, O wretched villain 
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LoiL Two or three groan : it is a heavy night : 

These may be counterfeits : kt ^s think 't unsafe 
To come into the cry without more help. 

Rod. Nobody come ? then shall I bleed to death. 

LU Usakl 

Re'enier lago^ with a &gbi. 

Gra. Here 's one comes in his shirt, with light and weapons. 
/^. Who's there? whose noise u this that cries on 

murder? 
LoJ. We do not know. 

li^* Did not you hear a cry ? 49 

Cos, Here, here 1 for heaven's sake, help me ! 
li^o. What's the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 
LoiL The same indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 
lago. What are you here that cry so grievously? 
Cm. lago ? O9 1 am spoil'd, undone by villains I 

Give me some help. 
A^. O me^ lieutenant ! what villains have done this ? 
Cos. I think that one of them is hereabout, 

And cannot make away. 
fago. O treacherous villains ? 

What are you there ? come m and give some help. 
[To Lodovko and Gratiano* 
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Rod. O, help me here ! 60 

Cas. That *% one of them. 

lago. O murderous slaye ! O Tillain ! 

[Stabi Rodarigo. 
Rod, O damnM lago ! O inhuman dog i 
lago. Kill men i' the dark! Where be these bloody 
thieves ? 

How silent is this town ! Ho ! murder ! murder ! 

What may you be ? are you of good or evil I 
Lod* As you shall prove us, praise us. 
lago. Signior Lodovico ? 
Lod. He, sir. 

lago. I cry you mercy. Here 's Cassio hurt by villains. 
Gra. Cassio! 70 

lago. How is \ brother \ 
Cas. My leg u cut in two. 
lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Light, gentlemen : I '11 bind it with my shirt. 

Enter Bianea. 

Bian. What is the matter, ho ? who is 't that cried i 

lago. Who is 't that cried ! 

Bian. O my dear Cassio! my sweet Cassio! O 

Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ! 
li^o, O notable strumpet I Cassio, may you suspect 
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Who they thould be that have thus maogled jou ? 
Cat. No. 80 

Gra, I am sorry to find yoa thus : I have been to seek 

you. 
logo. Lend me a garter. So. O9 for a chair. 

To bear him easily hence ! 
Bian. Alas, he faints ! O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio ! 
li^. Gendemen all, I do suspect this trash 

To be a party in this injury. 

Patience awhile, good Cassio. Come, come ; 

Lend me a light. Know we this face or no ? 

Alas, my friend and my dear countryman 

Roderigo ? no : — ^yes, sure : O heaven ! Roderigo. 
GrA. What, of Venice ? 91 

li^ Even he, sir : did you know him ? 
Gra. Know him! ay. 

I^go, Signior Gradano ? I cry you gende pardon ; 

These bloody accidents must excuse my manners, 

That so neglected you. 
Gra. I am glad to see you. 

li^o. How do you, Cassio ? O, a chair, a chair ? 
Gra. Roderigo! 

Iqgo. He, he, 'tis he. [^ eiair brought in.^ O, that 's 
well said ; the chair : 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 
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I '11 fetch the general's turgeon. [To Biamea} For 
yoiit mistrest, lOO 

Save you your labour. He that lies dain here^ Casao^ 
Was my dear friend : what malice was between you? 
Cos, None in the world ; nor do I know the man. 
logo. {To BUuu} Whaty look you pale ? O, bear him out 
o' the air. {Catsio and Roderigo are borm of* 
Stay you» good gentlemen. Look you pale, mistress? 
Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ? 
Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon. 
Bdiold her well ; I pray you, look upon her : 
Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak, 
Though tongues were out of use» no 

Enier EnuBa* 

Emil. 'Las, what's the matter? what's the matter, 

husband? 
logo. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark 

By Roderigo, and fellows that are 'scaped: 

He 's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. 
Emil* Alas, good gentleman ! abs, good Cassio ! 
Ji^o. This is the fiiiit of whoring. Prithee, Emility 

Go know of Cassio where he supp'd to-night. 

What, do you shake at that? 
Biaa. He supp'd at my house ; but I therefore shake not. 
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lago. Oy did he so ? I charge you, go with me. 120 

EmU. Fie, fie upon thee, •trumpet ! 

Btan, I am DO strumpet ; but of life at honest 

AiB you that thus abuse me. 
EnM. As I ! foh ! fie upon thee! 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let 's go see poor Cassio dress'd. 

Come, mistress, you must tell 's another tale. 

Emilia, run you to the citadel. 

And tell my lord and hdy what hath happ'd ! 

Will you go on ? I pray. \Andi\ This is the night 

That either makes me or fordoes me quite. \E»eunU 

' Scene II. 

A hedcbamher in the eastU : Detdemona m bed asleep ; 
a Ugbt burning. 

Enier OtbeSo. 

Otb. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul : 

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! 
It is the cause. Yet I'll not shed her blood. 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 
Yet she must die, else she '11 betray more men* 
Put out the light, and then put out the light : 



Act V. Sc. ii. 4M Tragedy of Othello, 

If I quench thee^ thou flaming minietefy 

I can again thy former light restore^ 

Should I repent me : but once put out thj light, lO 

Thou cunning*8t pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where u that Promethean heat 

That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd 

the rose, 
I cannot give it yital growth agam, 
It must needs wither : I 'U smell it on the tree. 

^ [^Kutimg her. 

Ah, balmy breath, that dost almost persuade 
Justice to break her sword ! One more^ one more : 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 
And love thee after : one more, and this the last : 
So sweet was ne'er so ^tal. I must weep, 20 

But they are cruel tears : this sorrow 's heavenly ; 
It strikes where it doth love. She waket. 

Dei. Who's there? Othello? 

OtL Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will yon come to bed, my lord ? 

Oth. Have yon pray'd to-night, Desdemona ? 

Des. Ay, my lord 

Otb. If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Unreconciled as yet to heaven and graces 
Solicit for it straight. 
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Dei. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that ? 

Oib. Welly do it, and be brief; I wiU walk by : 30 

I would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 

No ; heaven ferfend ! I would not kill thy soul. 
Dei. Talk you of killing? 
OtL Ay, I do. 

Dee. Then heaven have mercy on me 1 
Oib. Amen, with all my heart ! 
Dee. If you say so, I hope yon will not kill me. 
0th. Hum! 
Dee. And yet I fear you ; for you are fetal then 

When your eyes roll so : why I should fear I know 
not, 

Since guiltiness I know not ; but yet I £eel I fear. 
Oib. Think on thy sins. 

Dee. They are loves I bear to you. 40 

0th. Ay, and for that thou diest. 
Da. That death 's unnatural that kills for loving. 

Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 

These are portents ; but yet I hope, I hope. 

They do not point on me. 
0th. Peace, and be still i 

Dee. I will so. What 's the matter i 
0th, That handkerchief which I so loved and gave thee 
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Thoa gavett to Canio. 

Des. No, by my life and soul ! 49 

Send for the mao, and atk him. 

Otb. Sweet tool, take heed. 

Take heed of perjury ; thou art on thy death-bed* 

Des, Ay, but not yet to die. 

Otb. Yesy presently : 

Therefore confett thee fieely of thy nn ; 
For to deny each article with oath 
Cannot remove nor choke the strong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art t3 die. 

Det, Then Lord have mercy on me ! 

0th. I say, amen. 

Det. And have you mercy too ! I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lofed Castio 
But with such general warranty of heaven 60 

As I might love : I never gave him token. 

0th. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in 's hand. 

perjured woman ! thou dost stone my heart. 
And makest me call what I intend to do 

A murder, which I thought a sacrifice : 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des, He found it then ; 

I never gave it him : send for him hither ; 
Let him confess a truth. 
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Oik He hath confessU 

De/. Whaty my lord ? 

OiL That he hath used thee. 

-0«. How? unlawfully? 

OiL Ay. JO 

Dei. He will not say so. 

0th. No, his mouth is stopped i 

Honest lago hath u'en order for 't. 

Dei. Of my fear interpreu ! what, is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge 

Had stomach for them all. 
Dee. Alas» he u betrayed, and I undone ! 
Otb. Out, strumpet I weep'st thou for him to my &ce i 
Dee. Of banish me, my lord, but kill me not! 
Oih. Down, strumpet 1 

Dee. Kill me to-morrow ; let me live to-night I 80 

Oih. Nay, if you strive, — 
Dee. But half an hour ! 

Otb. Being done, there is no pause. 

Dee. But while I say one prayer ! 
0th. It is too late. \^He etHies her. 

EmL ^Witbtn] My lord, my lord I what, ho ! my lord, 

my lord ! 
0th. What noise is this i Not dead ? not yet quite dead ? 
I that am cruel am yet merciful ; 
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I would not have thee linger in thy pain : 

SO9 80. 

Emil. [Within} What, ho ! my lord, my lord ! 
OtL Who's there? 

EtmL [Within] O, good my lord, I would speak a word 
with yon I 90 

OtL Yes : 'tis Emilia. By and by. She 's dead. 

'Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio's death. 

The noise was here. Ha! no more moving ? 

Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? were'tgood? 

I think she stirs again. No. What's best to do ? 

If she come in, she '11 sure speak to my wife : 

My wife I my wife ! what wife i I have no wife. 

O, insupportable i O heavy hour 1 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 

Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted globe 

Should yawn at alteration. 100 

Eml» [Within] I do beseech you 

That I may speak with yon, O, good my lord! 
Otk I had forgot diee : O, come in, Emilia. 

Softf by and by. Let me the curtains draw. 

Where art thou ? [Unlocks the door. 

Enter Enu&a. 

What 's the matter with thee now ? 
146 
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EmsL O9 my good lord, yonder 's foul murders done ! 

0th. What, now ? 

Emii. But now, my lord. 

Oih. It 18 the very error of the moon ; 

She comet more nearer earth than she was wont 

And makes men mad. 1 1 1 

Emil, Cassio, my lord, hath kill'd a young Venetian 

Call'd Roderigo. 
Oih. Roderigo kiird! 

AndCassiokiU'd! 
Emii, No, Cassio u not kill'd. 

OtL Not Cassio kill'd ! then murder 's out of tune. 

And sweet revenge grows harsh. 
Des. O, falsely, wisely murder'd ! 
Emii. Alas, what cry is that ? 

OtL That! what? 
Emil. Out, and alas I that was my lady's voice. 

Help ! help, ho ! help ! O lady, speak agam ! 120 

Sweet Desdemona ! O sweet mistress, speak ! 
Des, A guiltless death I die. 
Emii. O, who hath done this deed ? 
Dei. Nobody ; I myself. Farewell : 

Commend me to my kind lord : O, ferewell ! {^Dies. 
0th. Why, how should she be murder'd ? 
EmiL Alas, who knows ? 
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OA. You heard her tay herself. It was not I. 
EmiL She said so : I must needs report the truth. 
Oit. She 's like a liar gone to burning hell : 

'Twas I that kill'd h«. 
Emil. Of the more angd she^ 130 

And you the blacker devil ! 
OtL She tum'd to folly, and she was a whore. 
Emsl. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 
Ott. She was false as water. 
EmiJ. Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That she was &lse : O, she was heavenly true I 
Ott. Cassio did top her ; ask thy husband else. 

O, I were damn'd beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed upon just grounds 

To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all. 
Emil. My husband 1 

Otb. Thy husband. 140 

Emii. That she was false to wedlock ? 
Otb. Ay, with Cassio. Nay, had she been true. 

If heaven would make me such another world 

Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 

I 'Id not have sold her for it. 
EmsL My husband! 
0th. Ay, 'twas he that told me first : 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
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That tticks on filthy deeds. 
Emil. Mf hudMod ! 

Oti. What needs this iteration, woman? I say thy 
hniband. 1 50 

Emsl. O mittressy villany hath made mocka with love ! 

My husband say that she was &lse ! 
OtL He, woman j 

I say thy husband : dost understand the word ? 

My firiend, thy husband, honest, honest lago. 
Emii. If he say so, may his pernicious soul 

Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart t 

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain 
Otb. Ha! 
Emsl. Do thy worst: 

This deed of thine is no more wcNTthy heaven 160 

Than thou wast worthy her. 
Otk Peace, you were best- 

Emil, Thou hast not half that power to do me harm 

As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt! 

As ignorant as dirt ! thou hast done a deed — 

I care not for thy sword ; I '11 make thee known. 

Though I lost twenty lives. Help ! help, bo ! help! 
The Moor hath kill'd my mistress ! Murder ! murder I 

Enter MontanOf Grattano^ /j^o, and others* 
Mon. What is the matter i How now, i^eral ' 

MO 



Actv. SciL ^m Tragedy of Othello, 

EmU. O9 are you come, lago ? you have done well. 

That men must lay their murdera on your neck. 170 
Gra. What is the matter ? 
Emsi, Disprove this villain, if thou be'st a man : 

He says thou told'st him that his wife was false : 

I know thou didst not, thou 'rt not such a villain. 

Speak, for my heart ib ML 
logo. I told him what I thought, and told no more 

Than what he found himself was apt and true. 
Enul. But did you ever tell him she was fidse ? 
lago. I did. 
Eml. You told a lie, an odious, damned lie ; 180 

Upon my soul, a lie, a wicked lie ! 

She felse with Cassio ! Did you say with Casno ? 
lago. With Cassio, mistress. Go to, charm your tongue. 
Eml. I will not charm my tongue ; I am bound to speak : 

My mistress here lies murdered in her bed, — 
jilL O heavens forfend ! 
Em!. And your reports have set the murder on. 
Otb. Nay, stare not, masters : it is true indeed. 
Gra. 'Tis a strange truth* 
Mon. O monstrous act ! 
EwmL Villany, villany, villany ! 190 

I think upon 't : I think: Ismell't: Ovillanyl 

I thought so then : I '11 kill myself for grief: 

ISO 
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Tillany, Tillany ! 

lago. What, are you mad \ I charge you, get you home. 
EmtL Good gentlemen^ let me haye leaye to speak : 

'Tis proper I obey him, but not now. 

Perchance^ lago, I will ne'er go home. 
Otb. 0\ O ! O ! \^FMng on the bed. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar ; 

For thou hast kill'd the sweetest innocent 

That e'er did lift up eye. 
Oit. [i^/f'it^] 0» she was foul ! 200 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : there lies your niece, 
Whose breath indeed these hands have newly stopp'd: 
I know this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Desdemona i I am glad thy &ther 's dead : 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he liye now, 
This sight would make him do a desperate- turn. 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side. 
And fidl to reprobation. 

Oih. 'Tis pitiful ; but yet lago knows 210 

That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A thousand times conunitted ; Cassio confessed it : 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand : 
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It was a handkerchief an antique token 

My &ther gaTe my mother. 
EmiJ. O heaven ! O heavenly powers 1 
/ago. 'Zounds ! hold your peace. 
Em$L 'Twill out, 'twill oat. I peace ! 

Noy I will speak as liberal as the north : 2ao 

Let heayen and men and devilsy let them all. 

All, ally cry shame against me, yet I '11 speak. 
la^o. Be wise, and get you home. 
Emii. I will not. 

[7^0 ^iri to stab EnuBa. 
Gra. Fie ! 

Your sword upon a woman ! 
Emil. O thou duU Moor ! that handkerchief thou speak'st 
of 

I found by fortune and did give my husband % 

For often with a solemn earnestness. 

More than indeed belong'd to such a trifle^ 

He begg'd of me to steal it. 
lago. Villanous whore f 

EmL She give it Cassio ! no» ahs, I found it, 330 

And I did give 't my husband. 
Iqgo. Filth, thou liest 1 

EnttL By heaven, I do not, I do not, gentlemen. 

O murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 
«s« 
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Do vJth 80 good a wife ? 
Ott. Are there no stones in lieayen 

But what serve for the thunder ? Precious viUam ! 
^Jle nms at I ago : I ago ^ from hehmd^ stabs Emilia^ 

and exit* 
Gra. The woman 611s ; sure, he hath kill'd his wife. 
Enuil. Ajf ay : 0» lay me by my mistress' side. 
Gra. He 's gone, but hb wife 's kilPd. 
Mon* 'Tis a notorious Tillain. Take you this weapon. 

Which I have here recovered from the Moor : 240 

Come, guard the door without ; let him not pass, 

But kill him rather. I 'U after that same villain. 

For 'tis a damned slave. 

^Exeunt aS but OtheSo ami Emilia. 
Otb. I am not valiant neither. 

But every puny whipster gets my sword. 

But why should honour outlive honesty ? 

Let it go alL 
Eml. What did thy song bode, lady i 

Hark, canst thou hear me ? I will play the swan, 

And die m music. {Singing'^ Willow, 'willow, 
willow. 

Moor, she was chaste ; she loved thee, cruel Moor ; 

So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 250 

80 speaking as I think, I die, I die. [Dies, 

IS3 



Act V. sc. iL *« Tragedy of Othello, 

0th. I haye another weapon in this chamber ; 

It 18 a sword of Spain, the ice-brook's temper. — 

O9 here it is. Uncle, I must come forth. 
Gra. [^fVsthin} If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dear : 

Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer. 
OiL Look in upon me then, and speak with me. 

Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

OtL Behold, I haye a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain 260 

Upon a soldier's thigh : I have seen the day 
That with this little arm and this good sword 
I have made my way through more impedimento 
Than twenty times your stop : but, O vain boast ' 
Who can control his hte ? 'tis not so now. 
Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon'd ; 
Here is my joume/s end, here is my butt 
And very sea-mark of my utmost ssdl. 
Do you go back dismay'd ? 'tis a lost £aur : 
Man but a rush against Othello's breast, 270 

And he retires. Where should Othello go ? 
Now, how dost thou look now ? ill-starr'd wench ! 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt, 

<54 
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This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaTen, 
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl ! 
Even like thy chastity. O cursed slave ! 
Whip me, ye devils. 

From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 
Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur ! 
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire ! 280 
O Desdemona ! Desdemona ! dead I 
Oh! Oh! Oh! 

Enter Lodovico^ MoaUmo^ Coisio carried m a etasr^ and 
Officer! with lago^ prisoner. 

Lod. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man ? 
0th. That 's he that was Othello : here I am. 
Lod. Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth. 
Oib. I look down towards hb feet ; but that 's a &ble. 

If that thou be'st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

\Wmmds lago. 
Lod, Wrench his sword from him. 
lago. I bleed, or, but not kill'd. 

0th. I am not sorry neither : I *ld have thee live ; 

For, in my sense, 'tis happiness to die. 190 

Lod. O thou Othello, that wert once so good, 

Fall'n in the practice of a damned slave. 

What shall be said to thee ? 

IS5 
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Otb. Why, any thing : 

An honourable mnrderery if you will ; 

For nought did I in hate, but all in honour. 
LoiL Thb wretch hath part confessed hit Tillany : 

Did you and he consent in Casno's death ? 
Otb. Ay. 

Cos. Dear general, I never gave you cause. 
Oti. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon. 500 

Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil 

Why he hath thus ensnared my soul and body ? 
lago. Demand me nothing ; what you know, you know : 

From this time forth I never will speak wcurd. 
LoiL What, not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

Ott. Well, thou dost best. 
LoiL Sir, you shall understand what hath be^'n. 

Which, as I think, you know not. Here is a letter 

Found in the pocket of the slam Roderigo, 

And here another : the one of them imports 310 

The death of Cassio to be undertook 

By Roderigo. 
Otb. O viUain! 

Cai. Most heathenish and most gross 1 

LoiL Now here 's another discontented paper. 

Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 
iss 
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Roderigo meant to haye sent this damned Tillain $ 
But that, belike, lago in the interim 
Came in and satisfied him. 

0th, O the pernicious caitiff! 

How came you, Casno, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's ? 

Cai. I found it in my chamber : 320 

And he himself confessed but even now 
That there he dropped it for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

Otb. Ofool! fool! fool! 

Cat. There is besides in Roderigo's letter. 
How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Braye me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
That I was cast : and eyen but now he spake 
After long seeming dead, lago hurt him, 
lago set him on. 

LoJ, You must forsake this room, and go with us : 330 
Your power and your command is taken off. 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slaye. 
If there be any cunning cruelty 
That can torment him much and hold him long. 
It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest, 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state. Come, bring away. 

«$7 
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Otk Soft you ; a word or two before you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they know't. 

No more of that. I pray you, in your letters, 340 

When you shall these unlucky deeds relate. 

Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aught in malice : then must you speak 

Of one that Wed not wisely but too well ; 

Of one not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 

Perplex'd in the extreme ; of one whose hand. 

Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away 

Richer than all his tribe ; of one whose subdued eyes. 

Albeit unused to the melting mood. 

Drop tears as &st as the Arabian trees 350 

Thdr medicinal gum. Set you down this ; 

And say beside^ that in Aleppo once, 

Where a malignant and a turbanM Turk 

Beat a Venetian and traduced the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog 

And smote him, thus. ^Stais Umse^. 

Lod. O bloody period ! 

Gra. All that 's spoke is marr'd. 

Otb. I kissed thee ere I kill'd thee : no way but this, 
KilHng myself, to die upon a kiss. 

[^Fatti on the hed^ and <&/. 

Cat. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon ; 360 
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For he was great of heart. 
Lod. [To Ii^o2 O Spartan dog. 

More fell than anguish^ hunger, or the sea ! 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; 
This is thy work : the object poisons sight ; 
Let it be hid. Gratiano, keep the house, 
And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed on you. To you, lord governor. 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain. 
The time, the place, the torture : O, enforce it ! 
Myself will straight aboard, and to the state 370 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. [Exeunt. 
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Abhox ; " It doth a. me," it b abhor- 
rent to m«; IV. tt. 168. 

About, oot ; I. H. 46. 

Abusb, doM^ ; I. ^ 40Z. 

Abusso, deceived ; I. L 174. 

Abusbs, ootrapter : I. ii. 78. 

AcHiKFXD, won ; II. i. 61. 

AcKMOWM om't, confess any know- 
ledge of it ; III. iii. 3x0. 

Act, action, working : III. iii. 398. 

Action, aocnsatioo ; I. iiL 70. 

Addiction, inclination ; II. it 6. 

Addition, noDoor; IIL hr. 104. 

Advantagb; ** b the best a.^, at the 
most fovoiuable opportunity ; I. ill. 
agS. 

AimsBD, canfol; I. ii. S5* 

Advocation, advocacy; III. br. 1*3. 

ArriNBD, bound by any tie ; I. L 39. 

Affinity, connexions; III. L^ 

Agnizb, confeu with pride ; I. ir. asa. 

Aim, coi^ectore ; I. iii. 6. 

All in all, wholly, altogether; IV. L 
89. 

Allowancb; **aiid yoor a.**, and has 
yonr permission ; I. L isS. 

Allowbd, acknowledged ; I. UL 884. 

All's onb, very well ; IV. iiL 13. 

Almain, German ; II. iit 86. 

Anobnt, ensign ; (F. i, ** AmtUimi'^i 
I. i. 33. 

Anthbofofhagi, fannibals ; (Qq., 
**AiUhropo^kmgig'*\ T, x,**Amtr0' 
fopkmgmi** >; I. iiL 144. 

ANnBS, caverns : I. iii. 140. 

Afakt, aside; II. iii. 391. 

Affbovb, prove, jostify j II. UL Cf 

^ love, adcn ; IV. iH 19. 



Affbovbd, proved to hav« been in- 
volved ; IL iiL ass. 

Aft, natoral ; II. L 996. 

Abbamzning, accnsbg ; III. hr. 15a. 

Abbivancb, arrival; (F£, ^ Arrto- 
mmcf^ CK ^^ ArriotmeU^y^ II. L 4a. 

As, as if; III.iiL77- 

Asncs, venomons snakes ; III. iiL 450. 

Assay, a test : I. iiL z8. 

Assay, try ; II. L isi. 

Assubb thbb, be assured; III. iiL ao. 

At, on ; I. iL |a. 

Atonb, recoocda; IV. L ^44. 

Attach, arrest; I. iL 77. 

Attbnd, await; III. iu. 981. 

Baublb, fool, (used eoBtemptvoasly) ; 

IV. L 139. 
Bbab, the Constellation so called ; II. 

Lz4. 
Bbab out, get the better of; II. L 

Bbbb ; ** small beer,** small scronBtt, 

trifles; II. L 161. 
Bb-lbb*d, placed on the lee; (Q i, 

••*#&?"); i.L 30. 
Bbshbbw MB, a mild asseveration; 

III.iv.zco. 
Bbsobt, wnat u becoming : I. iiL eao. 
Bbst; "were b.*, had better; I. u. 

Bbstow, place ; III. L 57. 

Bbtimbs, early ; I. HL 383. 

Bid *' GOOD MOBBOW.*" almding to the 
custom of friends \mSaiigg0od mar- 
row by serenading a new^ married 
couple on the morning after their 
;III.Le. 
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BiKDLniB, lime to catch birds; II. L 

187. 
Black, opposed to " foir** ; III. iiL 363. 
Blank, the white nuuk m the centre 

of the bntt, the ahn ; III. It. za8. 
Blasomimg, praising; II. i. 6;}. 
Blood, anger, passion ; II. UL 905. 
Blown, empty, puffed oot; III. iii. iSa. 
Bobb'd, got cunningly; V. L z6. 
Boding, forebodmg, ominous; IV.L oa. 
BooTLiss, profitless; L iu. ao^. 
Brack, state of defence; (proj^y, 

armourto protect the aim); I. iii. 34. 
Bravk, defy ; V. ii. ^ 
Bravkrt, bravado, defiance ; I. L zoo. 
Bring on thb way, accompany ; III. 

!▼. 197. 
Bulk, the projectmg part of a shop on 

which goods were exposed for sale ; 

V. i. z. 
Butt, goal, limh ; V. iL atfy. 
Bt, aside ; V. ii 9a 
— , " how you say by," what say you 

to ; I. UL Z7. 
Bt and by, presently; II. iiL 909. 

Cablb; *'|^ve him c.**, give him 
scope ; I. u. Z7. 

Caitifv, thing, wretch ; a term of en- 
dearment; Iv. L Z09. 

Callkt, a low woman ; IV. S. zai. 

Calm'd, becalmed, kept firom motion ; 
I. L 90. 

Canakin, little can; II. iii. yz. 

Capablk, ample ; III. iii. 459. 

Carack, laroe smp, galleon ; I. B 9a 

Carousrd, drunk : II. iii. 55. 

Carvk por, indulge; (Q. z, "omcv 
>rM"); Il.iiLz73. 

CasK) matter; (Ff., **ca$$M**); III. 
iiL 4. 

Cast* dismissed, d^raded ficom office ; 

V. a. 317. 

CxNSURB, jndsment; II. Si zg). 
— — , opintMi, IV. L sSi. 
Ckrtks certainly; L L z6. 
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Challrngb, daim; I. iiL 188. 

Chambkrxrs, effeminate men ; III. iiL 
365. 

Chancrs, events: I. iiL Z34. 

Charm, make silent, restrain ; V. iL 
Z83. 

CHARMXR,eiidiaBtress, sorceress; III. 
iv. 57. 

Chkrubin, cherub; IV. iL 62. 

ChiddxNj chiding) making an inces- 
sant noise ; II. 1. za. 

Chidb, quarrel ; IV. iL Z67. 

Chuck, a term of endearment ; III. iv. 
49* 

Circumscription, restraint; I. ii. 37. 

CiRCUMSTANCB, drcumlocution; I.LZ3. 

^— , appurtenances; III. iiL 35^ 

C1RCUM8TANCKD, give way to circum- 
stances; III. iv. 90Z. 

CnrxL, dvilittd; IV. L 65. 

Clban, entirely, altogether ; I. iiL 366. 

CuMB, country ; IIL iiL 93a 

Cup, embrace; III. iiL 464. 

Clog, encumber; (Ft z, a, 3, **««- 

^iidSCrO; II. L70. 
Closb, secret: III. UL za3. 
** Closx AS OAK "a* * dose as the grain 

ofoak*';III.ULazow 
Cltstbr-pipbs, tubes used for ii^ec- 

tion ; II. L Z79. 
Coat, coat of maU ; V. L 35. 
Cogging, deceivbg by lying ; IV. iL 

Z38. 
CoLLiXD, blackened, darkened ; II. UL 

906. 

COLOQUINTIDA, OOlocyUth, OT bittOT 

apple ; I. Ul 335. 
CoMMONKR, hairiot ; IV. U. 7a. 
Companions, fdlows ; (used contempt- 

uously); lY.u. 14Z. 
CoMPASSBS, annualcircnits; III. iv. yz. 
CoMPUMXNT BXTBRN, external show ; 

I. L 63. 
Composition, consistency ; I. ui. z. 
CoMPT, reckoning, day of reckoning ; 

V. H. wjj. 
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CoNCitT, idea: tlioiti^; (Q. i, 
CoNCBiTS, ooooeivcs, Judges; IIL GL 

OoMDinoN, tamper, disponttoo ; IL L 

•55. 
CoMmiB* Baiit; I. iL •7. 
CoMjuNCTiTB, dotely united : (Q. i, 

** €0mm$$tuctUiMg*^ I Q. a, *^eiytC' 

«^");Llu.375. 
CoMiURBDi charmed by incaatatioDS ; 

I. iu. SOS. 
CoKSdONAaLB, ooosdentioiis ; II. L 

•49* 
CoMSBHT Di, plantogetlier; V. iL 9^. 
CoMtBQUBNc£ that which follows or 

results; II. tiL 64. 
CoMasKTBD, preserved ; (Q. i, **«m». 

MTMr**; Q. s, ** cmutru4'^\ III. 

Vf, 75. 
CoMSULit senators ; (Theobald, 

^^Cmmikr^ \ Hanmer, ^^eoututl^ ; 

Lit. 43* 
CoMTSMT, Joy ; II. L i8c 

, satisfy, reward ; III. L s. 

CoNTBMT TOO, be satisfied, be easy; 

I. i. 41. 

CoNTiNUATB, oontboaL aninter- 

mpted; (Q. i, ^^comtmUiU'^\ III. 

{▼. X78. 
CoMTKivBD, plotted, deliberate: I. iL 3. 
CoifYBNiBNCBS, comforu ; II. L •34. 
CoNvsKSB, conversation ; III. L 40. 
CoFB, meet ; IV. i. 87. 
CoKKiciBLB, corrective ; I. iiL 3*0. 
CouMSBLLoa. Drater ; (Theobald, 

** et nm rtr^') ; II. L 165. 
CouNTaa-CAtTBR, accountant; (osed 

coatemptuoosly) ; I. L 31. 
CouRSS, proceeding; (Q. i, **CinM/*) ; 

II. L sTft. 

, mn ; (Q. i, "iwaAi^) ; III. it. 71. 

COUBT AMD GUARD OP SAPBTT, ** very 

spot and guarding place of safety ** : 
(Theobald, **c9miri ^ gumrd mtU 
IM^r^*^; II. iiL 8i6b 



Coinrr 09 guabd, the audn guard- 
house ; II. L aao. 

C^UBTSHir, civility, elegance of man- 
B«n ; (Q' >t ^*C0mrUsui*)i IL L 17s. 

(^xcoMB, fool ; V. iL 833. 

CozBNiMG, cheating ; I V. iL zsa. 

Cback, breach ; IL iiL 330. 

Crbation, nature ; IL 1. 64. 

Cribs on, cries out ; (Ff. a, jk 4, 
••«H«#»/"); V.L4«. 

CRITICAL, censorious ; IL L lao. 

Crosadobs, Portugese gold coins ; ao 
called from the croM <m them (worth 
betweea six and seven shillings); 
IIL iv. 86. 

Cry, pack of hounds ; II. iii. 370. 

Cunning, knowledge: III. iii. 49. 

Cublbd, having hair formed into 
lets, ktneg, affected, foppish ; L 



ringlet 
iL6iB. 



OiSTOMBR, harlot; IV. L zia. 

Dafpbst, dost put off; (0>IKer, 
•*4^«/" ; Qq., *'d0jjrttV* ; F. i, 
"^5^*7; iv.a.x7^ 

Dangsb ; ** hurt to danger,*) danger^ 
ously hurtf wounded ; II. iiL 197. 

Darlings, favourites ; I. ii. 68. 

Daws, jack-daws ; I. L 65. 

Dbar, deeply felt ; I. iiL 960.^ 

Dbarbst, most aealous ; I. iii. 85. 

Dbbitor and crbditor, ** the title of 
certain ancient treatises on book- 
keeping ; here used as a nick-name ** 
(Clarke) ; I. L 31. 

Dbpbat, destroy : IV. iL x6ob 

, disfigure ; I. iiL 346. 

Dbfbnd, forbid ; I. iii. 967. 

Dblations, accusations ; III. &L 193. 

Dbugbtbd, delightful : I. iii 99a 

Dbuvbr, say, relate ; IL iiL 919. 

Dbmand, ask ; V. ii. ^x. 

Dbmbrits, merits ; I. iL 99. 

Dbmonstrablb ; " made d.", demon- 
strated, revealed ; 111. iv. 149. 

Dbnotbmbnt, denoting ; II. iiL 393. 
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Dbputing, wbrtirtting : lY. L 148. 
Dbsignmbnt, design ; II. L aa. 
Dksikxd; *'well d.**, well loved, a 

favoarite ; II. i. ao6. 
Dbspits, contempt, aTersion; IV. ii. 

zx6. 
Dbtbrminatb, deddve ; IV. U* asa. 
DBVBSTiifG, divesting; II. liL z8x. 
Diablo^ the Devil; ft. iii z6x. 
DiBT, feed ; II. i. m. 
Dilate, relate b detail, at length ; I. 

iii. 153* 
DntxcTLT, in a direct stndghtfonrazd 

way ; I V. it axe. 
DiscoNTSNTBD, fill! of dJiwarlifaction ; 

V. iL 3x4. 

DlSCOUKSB or THOUGHT, filCOltT of 

thinking, range of thought; IV. il 

X53> 
DisuKHt, displeases ; II. iiL4o. 
DisPLBASOKS; **joar d.**, tne dis- 

lavoor jroa have incurred; III. i. 

DispoKTS, sports, jpastimes ; I. ill sts. 
D18POSB, dispositimi ; I. iiL 403. 
DisntovB, refou ; V. iL 17%. 
DispoTBD ON, argned, investigated; 

I. iL75. 
DiSTASTB, bedistastefid ; III. iiL 337. 
Division, arrangement ; I. L 93. 
Do, act ; I. iiL 395. 
DoTAGB, affection for: IV. L at. 
DouBLB, of two-fold inflnence; I. iL xa. 
DooBLB 8BT, go twice roond ; II. iii 

DooBT, sospidon : IIL ffi. x88. 

, fear; III. iiL 19. 

Drkam, expectation, an ticip ati on ; II. 
iiL 64. 

Ecstasy, swoon ; IV. L 8a 

Blbmbnts, a pore extract, the qoint- 

essenoe ; II. liL 50. 
Smbat*i>, knd-locked; II. L x8. 
Bncavs, hide, conceal ; IV. L 8a. 
Bncrafbx>, chafed, angry; II. L 17. 



Bngagb, pledge ; III. iiL 46a. 
Enginbs, devices, contrivances, (T) in< 

strumenu of torture ; IV. iL sax. 
Engutts, engulfs, swallows up ; I. UL 

Ensmbltbr'd, sheltered; II. L x8. 
Enstbbp'd, steeped, lying omcealed 

under water ; (Q. x, ^* tfuctrptd'y \ 

II. L 70. 
Entbrtainmbnt, re-engagement in 

the service ; III. iii. 350. 
Enwhbbl, encompass, suiround ; 1 1. L 

87. 
Equinox, counterpart ; II. 13. xa9. 
Erring^ wandering; III. iii. aa7. 
Error, deviation, irregularity; V. IL 

X09. 
Escapb, escapade, wanton freak; L 

iiLx97. 
EssBNTiAL, real ; IL L 64. 
Estimation, reputation ; L iiL 375. 
Etbrnal, damned (used to expresa 

abhorrence); IV. ii. 130. 
EvBR-PixBD, fixed for ever; (Qom 

" €vr-firtd'')\ IL L X5. 
ExBCUTS, to wreak anger ; IL iiL 

aa8. 
Execution, working; III. iiL 466. 
ExBRCiSB, religious exercise; III. iv. 

4>* 
Exhibition, allowance: I. iiL 338. 
Expbrt, experienced ; II. iiL 8a. 

EXPBRT AND APPROVBD ALLOWANCB, 

acknowledged and proved ability; 
IL L 49. 

BxsuFPUCAT^ inflated, unsubstan- 
tial ; (Qq.t Ff. x, a, 3, ** exnjSticatg'* \ 
F. 4, *'txu0kmUtr^ ; IIL iu. x8a. 

EXTBRN, external ; I. i. 63. 

ExTiNCTBD, extinct: (Ft. 3, 4, **ex- 

ILL8X. 
ExTRATAOANT, vagrant, wand 
I. L X37. 

FACiLB,easy; I. iiL a 
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Falls, lets fidl ; IV. L %;^j. 
Fantast, fanqr; III* in* >99> 
Fashion, oonventioiial castom; II. L 

S08. 
Fast, fiuthfiilly devoted ; I. fil. 369. 
Fathom, reach, cepedty ; I. L 153. 
Fatouk, ooantenance, appeanmce ; 

III. !▼. XSK. 

Fkarful, fml of fear ; I. Ui. za. 
Fell, cmel; V. iL 36s. 
F1LCHB8, pilfers, stMls; III. i&. 159. 
Filth, lued confemptaoosiy; V. iL 

aaz. 
F1NBLBS8, without limit, boondless; 

III. iu. 173. 
FiTCUKW, pole-cat; (used conteiiii>tii- 

ously) ; iV. i. 150. 
Fits, befits ; III. !▼. zsa 
Flbbks, sneers \ IV. i. 83. 
Flood, sea ; I. ill 135. 
Flood-oatb, rushing, impetooBSi I. 

tH. 56. 
Follt, onchastity: V. iL 13a. 
Fond, foolish : I. hL 390. 
FopPBD, befooled, dnped ; IV. iL 197. 
Fos, because; (FH, ^'wktm''); L UL 

269* 
FoRBBAB, spare; I. H. 10. 
FoKDOBS, destroys ; V. L zag. 
FosFBND, forbid : V. iL 39.^ 
Fomsot; *'are thus f.*\ have to for- 
gotten yourself; 11. iiL z88. 
Forms and visagbs, external shoir, 

outward appearance ; I. L 30. 
Forth or, forth from, out of; (F. 1, 

"i^#r^»; Ft a, 3. 4, -i^*r ^)\ 

V. L35. 
Fortitodb. strength \ I. ill. asa. 
FoRTUNB, chance, aoadent ; V. iL aa6. 
Frambd, naoulded, formed ; I; iii. 4a|. 
Fraught, fireight, burden; III. iii. 

449* 
FxBB, innocent, frw from guilt ; III. 

,']i&ral; I. BL a66. 

FsKUiTt, terrifies; IL UL lySi 



Friz& % kind of coarse woollen stuff; 

ILLxay. 
From, contrary to ; I. L x^ 
Fruitful. geDerous; IL liL 347. 
Full, pernct; II. i. 36. 
Function, esmrcise of the facnk ies ; 

II. iiL 3M* 
Fustian; ^discourse f.", talk n&b- 

bish;ILiiL88a. 

Galls, ranoor, bitterness of mind ; IV. 

iiL 93. 
Garb, fiuhion, manner ; II. L 3x5. 
Garnbr*i>, treasured ; IV. iL 57. 
Gastnbss, ghastliness: (Qq. z, a^ 

'*i€mttmr9s^\ Q. 3, "/wA^fW " ; Q. 

x687,**/v«/wf«P'; Knight, *«f)Uf^ 

mmt'O; v. l X06. 

Gbndbr, kind, sort ; I. &i. 3a6L 
Gbnbrous, noble ; IIL iiL aSa 
Givb awat, give op ; III. iiL 98. 
Govbrnmbnt, sel^€ootlol; IIL 13 

a56. 
Gradation, order of promotion ; I. L 

Grangb, a solitary fitfm-hoose ; L L 

X06. 
Grbbn, raw, inexperienced ; II. L asz. 
Grisb, step; I. Uu aoa 
Gross in sbnsb, palpable to reason; 

I. ILts. 



X5* 

Guinba-hbn, a term of contempt te 

a wiMnan ; L iiL 3x7. 
GwB, fetter, ensnare; II. L zys. 



Haggard, an untrained wild hawk; 

111. dL s6o. 
Halbs, hauls, draws; IV. L 144. 
Haplt, perhaps; IL L aSo. 
Happ'd, nappeBed, oooured ; V. L is7« 
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Happinbss, good 
Hapft; "b h. 



liick:IILhr.ic8. 
tuae," ftt the right 
t;III.L3^ 
Hakd at hand, doM ftt hand; (Qq., 

Hakdnbss, hardship ; I. iii. 93^ 
HASTB-rosT-HASTB, Terj great haste ; 

I. u. 37. 

Havb wrra vou, FU go with yon ; I. 

ii. 53* 
Having, aUowance, (!) ** pin-money** ; 

IV. iiL 98. 
HsAKTBD, Mated hi the heart; III. 

ill 448. 
HsAVY, sad ; V. iL 371. 
— ; **ah. night *\ a thick dondy 

night ; V. L 4a. 
Hbat, urgency: I. ii. 40. 
Hblm, heunet; I. iu. 373. 
Hbssslv, itself; I. iii. 96. 
HiB, hasten ; IV. iiL 50. 
High suppbrtimb, high time for 

supper; IV. ii. S49. 
Hint, subject, theme ; I. iii. 149. 
Hip; *' have on the h.**, catch at an 

ad?antage, (a term in wrestling); 

II. i. 3z^ 

Hold^ nuuce to linger ; V. ii. 334. 
HoMB, to the point ; II. L x66. 
HoNBSTT, becoming ; IV. L a88. 
HONBV, sweetheart : II. L 906. 
Horologb, dock ; II. iiL 133. 
HousBwvB, hussy; IV. i. 05. 
HuNGBKLT, hunnily ; III. tv. 105. 



Hubt; *' to be n.**, to endure bemg 

hurt ; V. iL 163. 
Htdba, the fabulous monster with 

many heads ; IL iiL 308. 

IC»*BBOOK*l TBMPBB, /.#., B SWOrd 

tempered in the froaen brook ; allud- 
ing to the ancient Spanish custom of 
hardening sted by plunging red- 
hot in the rivulet Sale near Bubilis; 
V.iLsss. 
loiA, barres ; I. iii. Z4a 



lDLBifBSi« onprodttctivesess, want ol 

cultivatioa ; I. iH. 388. 
Impobt, importance; III. iH. ^x6. 
Impoktancv, importance ; I. uL sa 
In, on ; I. L 137. 
Incunino, favourably disposed; II. 

iiL346. 
Incontinbnt, immediatdy; IV.iii.ia. 
Incontinbntlt, immediatdy; I. iiL 

306. 
Indbz, introduction, prologue; II. L 

363. 
Indign, unworthy: I. &L 874. 
Indubs, aflfects, makes sensitive ; (Q. ^, 

**tmimrgt*'i Johnson oooj. **nt^ 

<AMr*');III.iv. X46. 
Ingbnbr, bventor (of praises); II. i. 65. 
Ingrapt, ingrafted ; IL iiL 1^5. 
Inhibitbd, prohibited, forlnaden; I. 

ii. 79. 
Injointbd thbm, joined themsdves; 

1. iiL 35. 
In^ribs; ''in your V\ while dobg 

ujuries ; II. L iis. 
Inordinatb, immoderate; II. iiL 3x1. 
Intbndmbnt, intention ; IV. iL 005. 
Intbntivblt, with unlm)ken atten- 
tion ; (F. z, ** huHmtiuefy^ ; Ff. s, 

SL 4, ** ditHncHvtfy*' ', C^ould conj. 

** ecMfuctwtfy*') i I. iii. 155. 
Invbntion, mental activity; IV. 

aox. 
IssuBS, condusions; III. iiL 9x9. 
iTBRATioir, repetition; V. iL 130. 

Janus, the two-headed Roman (jod ; 

LiL 33. 
Jbssbs. straps of leather or silk, with 

which hawks were tied by the leg 

lor the fislooner to hold her by ; III. 

iii.s6x. 
Joint-ring, a ring with joints in it, 

consistinff of two halves ; a lover*s 

token; iV. iiL 73. 
Jump, exactly ; IL iiL 39a. 
, agree; I. iiL 5. 



Glossary, 



Tragedy of Othello, 



Just, exact: I. iU. $. 
Justly, truly and faithfully; L iiL 
ZS4. 

KsBP UP, put up, do not draw ; I. iL 

59* 
Knavb, servant; 1.1.45. 
KNEB^cxooiciNGy fawning, obsaqnions; 

I. L4S. 
Know or, learn from, find out from ; 

V. i. 1x7. 

Lack, mist; III. iii. 318. 
Law.davs, court.days; III. iii x^ 
Lbagubd, conne ct ed m friendship; 

(Qq.. Pf., " i€meM4 ") ; II. iiL ax8. 
LsiUtN, teach ; I. iii. x%r» 
LsARNVD, intelligent; III. iiL 859. 
Lbbts, days on which courts are held ; 

III. iiL X40. 
LcvKLS, is in keeping, is saitable ; I. 

iii. 840. 
LiBKRAi^ free, wanton ; II. L 165. 
Libs, resides; III. iv. s. 
LiKit, equal; II. L x6. 
LiNGBBBD, prolonged ; IV. iL *\x. 
List, boundary; ''patient L » the 

bounds of patience : IV. i. 76. . 
» inclination ; (F£, Qq. a, 3, 

''AMttttf"); II. L X05. 

, listen to, hear ; II. L szg. 

Living, real, valid ; III. iiL ^09. 
Lost, groundless, vain ; V. u. 869. 
LowM, lout, stopid, blockhead; IL 

iiL 95. 

MAGKirico, a title given to a Venetian 

grandee; I. IL la. 
BfAiDuoox), maidenhood ; I. L 173. 
Main, sea, ocean ; II. L 3. 
Makb awat, get away ; V. L 58. 
Majcbs, does ; I. iL ^ 
Mammbking, hesitating ; (Ff., Qq. s, 

^, ** mmtn'rittf" \ Q. x, *^ mutter* 

tmr" (Johnson, ** rnnmrntriMg"") i 

in. iiL 70. 



Mam, wield ;V.iL 870. 

Managb, set on foot ; II. iiL 8x5. 

Mandbagoka, mandrake, a plant sup- 
posed to induce sleep ; III. iiL 330. 

Manb, crest ; II. L X3. 

MANiimsT, reveal ; I. iL 38. 

Makblb, (T) everlasting ; III. iiL 46a 

Mass; **bj the mass", an oa^th; 
(FC X. 8, t. yniroth'* ; F. 4. "/<■ 



nft. 



tPvtAT); n. iiL 384. 
Mastbb, captain ; V 
May, can ; V. L 78. 



sM 



I. L axx. 



ezARD. head ; II. iiL X55. 
Mb; '*whip me", whip; (mm ethic 

daJtive); L L ^ 
Mbam, means ; III. L 39. 
Mbbt, seemly, becoming; L L 146. 
Mbrb, utter, aba<^ute ; ll. iL 3. 
Minion, a spoilt darling ; V. i. 33. 
MiscHANOi, misfortune ; V. L 38. 
Mock, ridicule; I. iL 69. 
MoDBBN, oommoo^pbMe; I. iiL xoQb 
M<», more ; IV. iik 57. 
MoLBSTATiON, dlsturbanoat II. L x6. 
Monstrous, (trisyllabic) ; (Capell, 

*^tm0mster0UM"); II. iiL azy. 
Moons, months ; I. iii. 84. 
Moossiup's, (formed on analogy of 

worship ; Q. z reads ** JF#r«l«>^ ") ; 

I. L33. 
MoRALBB, mo r alise r ; II. iiL soz. 
MoBTAL, deadly; II. L 78. 

.fatal: V.U.805. 

MoBTisB, " a hole made in timber to 

receive the tenon of another piece 

of timber"); II. L 9. 
M<yrH,*' an Idle eater"; LiiL8K7. 
Motion, impulse, emotioo ; I. ifi. 95. 
— -, natural impulse : L iL 73. 
MooNTBBANKS, quaocs ; L uL 6x. 
Mommy, a preparation used for magi- 

cal. at well as medicinal,— purposes, 

made originally from mummies ; III. 

It. 74- 
MuTUALXTiBS, familiarities ; II. L 8^7. 
Mystbby, trade, craft ; IV. iL 30. 
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Nakbd, unarmed; V. iL mB, 
Napkin, handkerchief; III. UL eSr- 
Nativb, natural, real ; I. L 6s. , 
Nkw, fresh; (Qq., ''m§rt^)\ I. m. 

905. 
Nbxt, nearest; I. uL ao^. 
North, north wind ; V. li aaa 
Notorious, notable, egregious; Iv. 



u. X40. 
Nuptial, 



wedding ; 
ILiLS. 



(Qq., "iVt*/- 



Obscurb, abstruse; II. L 963. 

Obsbrvancy, homage ; III. it. x49' 

OoD-BVBN, probably the interval be> 
tween twelve o'clock at night and 
one o'clock in the morning; I. i* 
Z24. 

Odds, quarrel ; II. iii. 185. 

Off, away; V. iL 331. 

Off-capped, doffed their caps,saluted ; 

(Qq-. "«/^^ ca^*")\ I- »• »o- . . 
Offbndb, hurts, psdns; II. iii- 190. 
Office, duty; (Q. i, ''duty")'. III. 

iv. 1x3. 
Officbd, having a special function I I. 

iii. vjx. 
Officbs, domestic offices, where food 

and dnnk were kept ; II. ii. 9. 
Old, time-honoured system ; I. i« 37* 
On. at ; II. iii. xja. 
On*t, ofit; II. I. ^ 
Opinion, public opmion, repuUtion ; 

II. ilL X96. 
Oppositb, opposed ; I. iL 67* 
Othbr, otherwise ; IV. iL zj^ 
Ottomites, Ottomans ; I. iiL.33. 
OuT-TONGUB, bear down ; I. iL xo. 
Overt ; " o. test ", open proofr ; 1. tii. 

107. 
Owe, own ; I. L 66. 
Omtedst, didst own ; III. iiL 333. 

Paddle, play, toy ; II. L 959. 
Pageant, show, pretence; I. iiL 
x8. 



Paragons, excels, surpassaa; II. L 

6a. 
Parcels, parts, portions; L iiL xw- 
Partiallt, with undue fiavoitr; (Qq. 

''^arHamy'') ; II. UL ex8. 
Parts, gifts ; III. iiL 864. „ , 
Passage, people panmg ; V. L p. 
Passing, surpassingly; I. uu x6*. 
Patent, privilege ; IV. i. aoo. 
Patience, (trisyllabic); ILuL 376. 
Pecuuar, personal; III._ui. 79. 
Peevish, childish, silly; II. lu. x8s. 
Pecs, '* the pins of an instrument on 

which the strings are fastened'* ; II. 

!• *oa. . . _ ,.. 

Perdurable, durable, lastinc; I* u>* ■ 

' 343* 

Period, ending; V. ii;357' ^ 

Pestilence, poison; II. uL ^fia. 

Pierced, penetrated; I. m. ex9. 

PioNERS, pioneers, the commonest 
soldiers, employed for rough, hard 
work, such as leveUing roads, form- 
ing mines, etc.; III. ^J4^ .. ^, 

Pleasance, pleasure; (<Jq.. /*wr 
sitr$"); II. iii; 993. ... 

PuANT, convenient ; I..m. xsx. 

Plume up, make to triumph; (Q. x, 
maJkeu^''); I. iiL39«. 

Poise, weight; III. ui. 8a. 

Pontic sea, Euxine or Blade Sea; 
III. iiL 453. ^ 

PORTANCE, conduct; I. UL X3S^ ... 

Position, positive assertion; III. lu. 

^34* 
PosT-POST-HASTE, verj great haste; 

Pottle-deep, to the bottom of the 
tankard, a measure of two quaru; 
II. ui. 56. . . 

Practice, plotting ; III. iv. ux. 

Precious, used ironically ; «^. a, 3, 
" pgmitiotts") ; V. iLa35. 

Prefer, promote ; II. i. a86. 

, show, present ; I. iiL xo;^ 

Preferment, promotion ; I. L .qO. 
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Pkbgitaiit, probable ; IL i. t 



Pkbsbntlt, immediatelv ; ^. 

2 sporrM ; III. iU. 41s. 



.1.039. 

PiucK*i», incited} spomd ; III. iiL 4K 

PsoBAL, ptobftbie, reMooable ; II. iiL 
344* 

Probation, proof; III. iiL 365. 

PsorAMB, ooMM, ig te vrm t ; ILL 
165. 

PxoPiT, profitable hMOo; III. iiL ara 

Proof ; *^ make p.**, test, make tnal ; 
V. La6. 

Propbr, own ; I. iiL 69. 

— — , handaome; I. iiL 907. 

PROPOHTicthe Sea of flarmorm ; III. 
iiL 456. 

Proposb* qieak ; I. L as. 

Propriktv : '* from her p.**, out of her- 
self : II. iiL 176. 

pRoePBRiTT, success; II. L 288. 

Prospbrous, propitious; L iiL a45. 

PuoDLSD, muddled ; III. ir. 143. 

PuRSB, wrinkle, frown ; III. ifi. 113. 

Put ON, incite, i ns tigate ; IL iiL 357. 



Qualification, appeasement; IL L 
a8e. 

aoAUPiBD. dOttted ; II. iiL 41. 
UAUTT ; ''irery q. • Ig, irery natore; 
I. iii. 958. 

QuARTBR ; " b q.**, in p e a c e, friend- 
ship ; II. BL x8a 

QuAT, pistule, pimple (used contempt- 
uously); (Q. X. •Vm/'*: Theobald, 
••A»e^,**etc!>: V.lis. 

QuBSTiON, trial and decision by fiMrce 
of arms ; I. IiL S3. 

QoBSTS, bodies of searchers : I. H. 46. 

QuiCKBN, receive life: IIL uL mjy, 

QviLLBTB, quibbles; III.L S5. 

Quirks, shallow conceiu ; II. L 63. 



Raisbd UP, awakened ; IL UL aso. 

Rank, coarse; IL L 3x9. 

. lustfid (r motSd); III. UL 



*3** 
Rbcoonizancb, token ; V. IL 8x4. 



RaooNOUATioN, restoration to fiiv- 
our; IIL IiL 47* 

Rbpsrsncb, assignment; (Q.x. *'rwMr- 
MWf *' ; Ffl 3, 4, '* y«nrrMK# ; John- 
son coi^. ** /n^na u 4 ^) ; I. iiL 838. 

Rboaxd, view ; II. L 40. 

Region, part : IV. L 84. 

Rblumb, rekindle ; V. iL X3. 

Rbmorbb, pity, compassion; III. Iii. 
369. 

Rbmovb, banish; IV. IL X4. 

Rbpbals, recalls to fiiirour; II. IIL 363. 

Reprobation, perdition, damnation ; 
(Ff:, **X0friimme* **) : V. IL 009. 

Rbsbrvbb, Keeps ; III. HL 895. 

Rbspbct, nodce ; IV. IL 199. 

Rb-stbh. retrace LULw. 

Revolt, uconstancy ; In. IIL x88. 

Rich, ▼alueble, preaous; II. ffi. 195. 

Roman (used bonically); IV. L xsx. 

Round, straightforward, plain; I. iiL 
go, 

RouiB, bumper, fiili measure ; IL IiL 
66. 

Rude, harsh : III. UL 355. 

Ruffian'o, been boittMous, raged; 
ILL7. 

Sadlt, sorrowfiilly ; IL L 3a. 
Sape, sound; IV. L s8o. 
Sagittary, a public boUdhig hi 

Venice ; I. L 139. 
Salt, lustfiil; If. L a4S« 
Sans, without ; I. iiL 64. 
'Sblood, a corruption of GhTs kioodi 

an oath (the reading of Q. x ; omitted 

hi others) ; 1. 1. 4. 
Scant, n^lea ; I. UL a68. 



*ScAPBs, escapes ; I. UL ia0. 
Scattering, random; III. I 



VLx$x. 



ScjON, sUp, off^ehoot,^ (Qq^ ^ tytm 



%» 



Ff, ".SiE^"); .., 

Scored me, **inade my reckoning, 
settled the term of my Urn ** (Johnson, 
Schmidt), ** branded me*' (Steevens, 
Oarice); IV. L 130. 



the Moor of Venice 



ScoBiis, •Kpwwioni of Mora; IV. L 83. 
SsAMT 8IDB wrrHOVT t wroDg side ont ; 

IV. u. 146. 

SacT, cutting, sdon; L iiu33&' 
Sbcubs, free from care; IV. 1. 7s. 
Sbcusb MB, feel myself seciire; I. iSL 

xo. 
Sbbl, blind (originally a term in ial- 

coniry) ; I. iii. 970. 
SsBMiNG, appearance, exterior ; I. iiL 

Z09. 

.hypocrisy: III. iiL 909. 

Sbgkbgation. aispersioo ; 11. L xo. 
Sblf^bountt,*' inherent kindness and 

benevdence " ; III. iii. 300. 
SsLr-CHABmr, charity to one's self; 

II. iii. aoa. 

Sb*nnight'8, seven night*s, a week*s ; 

Sbnsb, feeUng ; (Qq.> ** ^tmee ") ; II. 

iiL s68. 
, '*tothes.",iA**totheqttick**; 

V. L XX. 

Sbqubnt, successive ; I. iL 41. 
Sbqubstbk, sequestration; III. iv. 

40. 
Sbqubstxation, raptnn, divovce ; I. 

iiL 35X. 
Shorb, did cut ; V. iL ao6. 
Should, could ; III. iv. st. 
Shhbwd, bad, evil ; III. 10.499. 
Shript, shriving place, confessional; 

III. iiL ^"•''-^ 

Shut up in, ooofine to : III. iv. xax. 
SiBTL» prophetess ; III. tv. 7a 
S1B6B, tank, place : L iL 99. 
SiMPLBNBSS, simplicity; I. iiL 847. 
Sir; '*play the s.*** play the fine 

gentleman ; II. L xm 
SiTR, since; (Qq., <•«£«£» *0; HI. iiL 

38a 
Skillbt, boiler, kettle ; I. iiL 973. 
Slight, worthless, frivolous; II. SL 



SUPPBR, 

Slubbbr, 



. ; ILL 946. 
',900; L iiL 997. 



*^ Glossary* 

Snips, simpleton ; (F. x, ** Sn^ ** ; F. 

9, **« Swains'*; F£ 3i 4* "' 

Swam ") ; I. iiL 390. 
Snorting, snoring ; L L gow 
SoPT, mild, gentle ; I. iiL 89. 
SoPT Tou, hold ; V. ii. 338. 
SoMBTHiNG, somewhat; II. iiL xpo. 
SoRRT, painiful ; (Qq., '*imUm**; Col- 

Uer MS.» '* sudlm '0 > III. iv. 51. 
Spakb, said, aflbmed; (Q. 3, 
^-|l»*^»');V.iL3^. J* 
Spartan dog, the don of Spartan 

Ixeed were fiercest ; V. iL 361. 
Spbak i* thb noss, ** the Neapolitans 

have a nngularly drawling nasal 

twang in the utterance of their dia- 

lect ; and Shylock tells of ** when 

the bagpipe sings i* the nose** 

(Clarke) : (Collier MS., '* tqmak'* ; 

#<«.); III. I 5. 
Spbak parrot, talk nonsense; IL 

iiL 980. 
Spbculativb, j^ossessing the power 

of seeing ; I. ui. 97X. 
Spbnd, waste, squander; IL iiL 195. 
Splbbn, choler, anger ; IV. L 89. 
Splintbr, secure by splints; IL iii 

399. 
Souiiukfcllow; (used contemptuously); 

Stand in act, are in acdon ; L L xss. 
Start, startle, rouse ; I. L zox. 
Startinglt, abruptly; (F£^ 3» 4, 

**timHmgfy**\ IIL iv. Tjk 
Stat, are waiting for ; I V. H. xya 
Stbad, benefit, help ; I. iii. ^. 
Still, often, now and agam; I. iiL 

>47* 
Stomach, appetite; V. iL 7^ 
Stop ; '* your s.*', the impedunoit yon 



can place in my way ; V. iL 964. 
Stoup, a vessel tor holding liqt 
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iiL 90. 

Stoutd, bestowed, placed; 1. ii. te. 
Straight, straightway; LLX38. 
Strain, urge, press ; III. iiL ejft 



;ii. 
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Stiamgbnbss. •ttnuifcmtnt; (Qq 

'*sinuvisin\ III. m. 13. 
Srorr o* ths oomscuncb, matter of 

oonsdeDCtt ; I. fi. a. 
SuBOOBDt made satjeci ; L UL est. 
SuccBtt, that which foUowi, conse- 

quenoe ; III. iu. aaa. 
SuDDBN, qnickj hasty ; II* i* a79- 
SuFrBKAMCB, oamage, loss : II. I aa- 
SurFicotMCV, ability; L iit. 884. 
SurriciKVT, able ; III. !▼. 91. 
SuGGBtT, taapt ; IL iiL 358. 
SupmssuBTLB. excessively crafty; (Col- 

Uer MS., *^ tu^tr-tu^k'*) i I. iii 

.963. 
SwBBTiNG, a term of endearment; II. 

iiL 85a. 
SwsLUMO, inflated; II. iiL 57. 
SwoRobr Spain; Spanish swords were 

celebrated forUieir excellence ; V. iL 

853. 

Ta'bn okdbr, taken measures ; V. U. 

78. 

Ta*bn OOT, copied ; III. iiL 896. 
Tainting, disparaging | II. L 875. 
Taks out, copy; III. nr. 180. 
Takb up at thb bbst, make the best 

of; I. iiL 173. 
Talk, talk nonsense ; IV. iii. 85. 
Talk um, speak to me ; III. ir. ga. 
TBlls o'bs, counts ; III. iiL 169. 
Thboiuc, theory ; I. L 84. 
Thick-UPS; used contemptuously for 

•* Africans**; I. L 66. 
Thin, slight, easily seen through ; L 

iii. 108. 
Trxbao, thread of life; V. U. 806. 
Thbicb-dkivbn, ** referring to the 

selection of the feathers by drimitg 

wiUk a fisn, to separate the light from 

the heavy " (Johnson): 1. iiL 838. 
Thkivb in, succeed in gaining ; L iiL 

S85. 
TiMB,)ife; I. L x68. 
Timobous, full of fear; LLfS* 



TiBB, make tired, weary out ; II. L 65. 
ToGBD, wearing the toga ; I. L a 
Told, struck^ counted ; (FC 



ToGBD, wearing the toga ; I. L 85. 
'"old. struck, counted; (FCi 3, 
'*A»/rO;II.iLix. 



Toy, fancy; III. iv. 156. 

Toys, trifles ; I. iiL 869. 

Tbash, worthless thing, dross ; IL L 

3x8. 
— ~, keep back, hold in chedc, (a 

hunter's term); II. L 3x8. 
Tkavbrsb, march, go on ; I. UL 378. 
Trimm'd in, dressed in, wearing; Ll 50. 
Tubn; **t. thy complexion'*, change 

colour; IV. u.68. 

Unblbst, accursed ; IL LI. ^xx. 
Unbonnbttbd, without taking off the 

cap, on equal terms ; I. iL 83. 
Unbookish, ijtnorant ; IV. L xua. 
Uncapablb, mcapable ; IV. ii. S35. 
Undbbtakbb ; ** his u.^, take charge 

of him, dispatch him ; IV. L 884. 
Unpolo, reveal, bring to light; IV. 

ii. X41. 
Unfolding, oommimication; I.iii. 845. 
Unhandsomb, unfrdr; III. iv. 151. 
Unhatch*d, undiwloMd ; III. iv. X4x. 
Unhousbd, homeless, not tied to a 

household and fiunily ^ I. iL 86. 
Unlacb, d^^de; II. iii. X94. 
Unpbrfbctnbss, iokperfection ; II. 

iiL 898. 
Unpbotidb, make niqnrepared ; IV. L 

8X8. 

Unsubb, uncertain: III. iiL xsx. 
Unvabnisii*d, plain, unadorned; I. 

iiL 90. 
Unwittbd, deprived of vnderstand- 

ing; IL ^ xU. 
Upon, incited by^ urged by; I. L xoo. 
Usb, custom ; IV L 885. 
UsBs, manners, habits; (Q. s, "»nv^*'X 

IV. iu. SOS. 

Vantagb: "to the v.", over and 
above ; IV. iii. 8$. 
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VsssBL, body; IV. H. 83. 
VssTURB, garmtat ^ II. 1. 6^ 
ViOLBNCB, bold acttoo ; I. iu. aso. 
Virtuous, hftving efficacy, powcrfnl ; 

III. iT. XIX. 

Voicxs, voces; I. liL a6i. 

Vouch, asaert, nudnuio; I. ifi* X03, 

X06. 
— — , bear wttiMM ; L iii. ste. 
n II. L X48. 



Wagb, veatnre, attempt; I.ULjo. 
Watch, watchman ; v . i. 37. 
Watch him. keep him from sleeping ; 

a term in talc<mry : III. tit. 33. 
Wbaxing, clothes ; IV. iii x6. 
Wbix said, well done; (Qq*, "«v// 

ud"); II. i. x68. 
What, who ; I. i x8. 
Whbbung, errant; (Q. a, ** wknd 

/wv"); I. i.x37. 
Whiktbr, one who wUps out his 

sw<M'd ; (used contemptuously); V. ii. 

344. 
White, (used with a |^y upon wkiU 

and. wifhi) ; II. L \\£. 
Wholksomk, reasonable ; IIL L 49. 
WiCKBK, covered with incker-work ; 

(Ff. " TwiixtM "^ ; II. iii. xsa. 
Wight, person; (•pplMd to both 

sexes) ; II. i. 159^ 



Wpcd; **let her down the w.**: the 
fidconers always let die hawk flr 
against the wind ; if she flies witti 
the wind behind her die seldom re> 
turns. If therefore a hawk was for 
any reason to be dismissed, she was 
Itt dpwm ihg wiM^t and from that 
time shifted for herself mad^^Miat 

WfiM^um" (Joluison) ; III. iiL a63. 
iND-«HAKmp, wind-shaken; II. L 

With, by ; II. I 34.. 

Withal, with ; I. tii 93. 

With all mt hkart, used both as a 

salutation, and also as a reply to a 

salutation; IV. L 339. 
Within door; ** speak w. d.", i.t. 

" not so lood as to be heard ontside 

the house"; IV. ii. 1x4. 
Woman'd, aooompaniea by a woman ; 

III. Iv. X95. 
Worses, worse ; 1. 1 95. 
Wrxnch, wrest; (Q. x, «*fPin6v'); 

V. ii. a88. 
Wrbtch, a term of endearment; 

(Theobald, "wmc**^; III. iiL 90. 
Wrought, worked upon ; V. iL 345. 



Vbrk*d, thrust ; I. IL <• 
Ybt, as yet, till now ; III. UL 
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Notes. 



1. 1. 15. Omitted in Pf and Qq. 1, 5. 

L I SI. *AfiBow almoti datmmU im a fair wife*; If this mlludet 
to Bianca, the phrase may pouibly mean * Tery near bein^^ married 
to a most fair wife.' Some expiain, **A fellow whose ignor- 
ance of war would be condemned in a fair woman.** The 
emendations proposed are unsatisfactory, and probably unnecessary. 

L i. 7Z. *ekai^is*; Pf. read (cAawct.' 

L ii. 71-77; iii. 16; 36; 6$ ; 118; 123; 194; omitted Q. i. 

L IL 75. *wiaiem tmotiom* ; Rowe's emendation; Ff. and Qq. 
2, 3, *weaiitumaioH*; Pope (Ed. t, Theobald) * weaken luiim* ; 
Hanmer, ' woim meiien ' ; Keightley, * xifaJkeas motiam ' ; Anon. oonj. 
in Pumess * waie emoHoa,* Sec. 

I. iii. 67. *Uoei^ita^law*i <« By the Venetian kw the giving 
of loTe-potions was highly criminal " (Clarke). 

I. iii. 87. *feais efkrml'i Capell's emendation ; Q. i, */eaie y 
^reUe'i P. i, * Feais ef£mUs,' &c. 

I. iii. 107. « Certaim' ; so Qq. ; Pf., « wider,* 

I. iii. 139. ^ptrtanee m m^ '; so Pf. and Q. S ; Q. 3, ^partenee im 
M^' ; Q. t, < with it ail my* '^ Johnson conj. ^fartance iM*t',my*; &c; 
^travele'*; the reading of Modem Edd. (Globe Ed.); Qq., 
'trauelit'i Pope, 'traveTe*; P. 1, 'TraueUmire*; P£ s, 3, 
•TrawUere ' ; P. 4, * Traveller*** i Richardson cooj. ^trmMl l m t * or 
^tramailoeu,* 

L Ui. 159. •elghi*-^ Ff., *kiteee*', Southtfn MS., 'tkamh.* 
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I. Hi. S50. ^Mdttmrm §ffirtimei*\ Q. 1, ^mtd utrm rf Ftrtmm* 
&c. 

L Hi. s6i. ^La htrhmt ymr «mm9*; I>7ce't correction; Ff.y 
^ La htr havi yur voiet* \ Qq. read 

** Kmff V0ycet Lord* ; itsuekypm lei her tdU 
Haui afi^9i nmy" 

I. iiL S64-165. *ikeyon^ affecU Im me dtfmd* \ Qq., *tkeymmg 
iffedilm myd^imet*; to P. I ; Ff. 1, 3,4 (*#e/« *)• '^^^ reading of 
the text l» tlie simplest and most plausible emendation of the 
many proposed, the words meaning * the passions of youth which 
I haTC now outlined ': ^ proper tatirfadiem^ sz^ my own gratification.' 

I. Hi. 550. *halmee*\ Pf., '^mi* and ^hrarne* ;Theobald, 
^beam: 

I. iii. 554. *kudmu as hauU ' ; <* perhaps so mentioned from being 
placed together with wild honey in St Matthew iii. 4 " (Schmidt). 

I. iii. 558. Omitted in P^ 

I. iii. 584.588. The reading in the text is that of the second 
and third Quartos ; Q. i, adds after the words < / am ekang*d'i— 

'* Gee ie^/aremeUy put mome^ enettgk myettrpttru"; 
omitting * rUge sett aU my landj 

IL i. 59-40; 158; 160 Qdidti nei mark tkair*)\ omitted in 

Q.«. 

U. i. 65. <<«rtf the mgeiier*; Knight, Steerens oonj. ; P. i, 
'tyretJke ImgemMer'; Pf. I9 3, 4, Uirethe It^eniver'; Q. i, *Sear* 
att Etuellfn^* — ; Qq. 1, 3, ^heare am mtmAmr^ ':— Johnson conj. 
* tire the irngmieut verse * ; Pope, * hare att emeetteiuy'^* 

IL i. 81. * And . . . Cyprus * ; omitted in Pi. 

n. i S49. * a devilish Maave'i omitted in Qq. 

D, I. 158. * Uest pudOrng* I'BL < IMkM'i/w^U&y *; omitted in Qq. 
S7i 



Notes. «M Tragedy of Othello^ 

U. i. t6%'i6$. *€9mii tke wtatter and mtun* \ to Ff. ; Q. i reads 

* €§m4t iht mai/u * ; Qq. 1, 3i * emmet RoJtrigOy tke mastgr and the wtaUe.* 

HI. i. s8o. ( haply may ' ; Qq. read < hafly wtk ku Tnmchen may.* 

n. i. 311. */Mr trash of Vemct^ vihrnm I trash* ; SteeTent' emen- 
dation; Q. 1, «/•«• trash . . . / enuh* ; F£, Qq. 2, 3, «/«ir 
Trash . . . I trase*; Theobald, Warbuiton conj. */Mr hraeh . . . 
I tract* \ Warburton (later conj.) */0er ^4Ki . . . I cherish.* 

II. iii, 41. < il«r#S f.tf. in my head. 

n. iiL 91-99. These lines are from an old song called < Taisthy 
9ld cloak about thee,* to be found in Percy's Reliqmts. 

II. iii. 167. * sense of place* \ Hanmer's emendation of Qq.,Ff., 

* place of sense,* 

YL iii. 31S. ^some time*; so Qq.; Ff., *a time*; Grant White, 

* one time,* 

III. i. 13. •forUv^ssaJke*; Q. l,*ofaU lanes,* 

III. i. 43. < Florentine ', i.e, * CTen a Florentine ' ; lago was a 
Venetian. 

III. i. 51. Omitted in Ff. 

III. iii. 13. * nnatch him tame ', i,e, tame him by keeping him 
from sleep (as was done with hawks). 

m. iii. 106. * By heaven, he echoes me*; Q. l, * By heanen he ecchoes 
me*; Ft, * Alas, ihm ecehas*t me*; Qq. s, 3, • why dktt than ecchae 
me,* 

III. iii, 131. « thy wrst of thonghts*; to Ff., Q. i; Q. I, reads 
< the tvarst of thanghu ' ; Q. 3, < thy thanghts * ; perhaps we should 
read:— 

** As than dost mm*naie, give thy tvorst of thomghts.** 

III. iii. 170. *strmigly*; 90 Qq.; Ft, ^smmdly*; Knight, ^fondly,* 

m. iii 277. 'Desdemtna comes*; so Qq.; Ff. read 'Looks where 
0he comes,' 
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IIL UL $%s ; 3S3-590 ; 455-460 ; It. 8.10 ; 195-1 96. Omitted 
inQ. I. 

III. Hi. 440. ^aiyikaivoas kirt^\ MaIone*8 emendation; Qq., 
mmftU was ken* \ F. i, '^gr, H was htrs* '^ Ff. 1, $, 4. *«»^ 5^' 
was hers*\ Anon conj. 'ainf *it* was hers* 

m. iii. 447. *% iutUw ull*; so Qq.; Ff. read *ae hollow 
istl * ; Warburton, * M* imhaUow^d teO, * 

Tit iii. 456. Steerens compares the following passage in 
Holland's P/nrjr: — **And the sea Pontns erermore floweth and 
rooneth oat from Propontes, but the sea neTer letireth back again 
within Pontns.'* 

UL iiL 469. ^Susituss «««r'; Qq., *worh so ewer*\ Collier, 
'«veri/iirV; &c 

in. ir. 47. 'Mtr mew heraUry^ (vide Putaci). 

ni. It. 65. *Mer,* i,e, to my wife (implied in *wive*), 

III. It. III. *siia myself up m^* &c, i./., 'Confine myself to 
some other coarse of life, awaiting fortune's charity'; Q. 1, 
*sho9ie my selfe wp m'; Capell, ^shoo^ myse^ upoa* \ Rann, ^ shape 
mysdfmpoif\ Collier TiAS,^* shift my self tipom,* 

III. It. 151. 'warrior'; Hanmer ■wrat^ler*^ ep, * toy fair 
warrior*', (ILL i84> 

rV. L 77. 'here iferwheUmod* » Q» «» -*«»'' "» wkUe^ mad,* 

IV. L 111. (• Whai,aeastomerl*y, iL 7$-76; iii. 60-63, *7-"04; 
omitted in Q. I. 

IV. L 139-140. * ami, ty this hattd, she falls me* i so Collier ;Q. i, 
ntAB'hy this hood she fals*; FL^'amlfaUsau* \ Qq. 1, 3, */i^sm.' 

rV. L 176. * This the jiotare,' Pope's reading ; Qq., < This the 
woUe mOmre ' ; Ff . * Js this the natm^e,* 

rV. ii. 109. * least misuse* \ Q. 1, 'greatest ahuee*\ CoUier MS., 
'least wsisdeede.* 
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Notes. ^ Tragedy of Othello, 

IV. it 170. *Th messengers tf Vemce *tay the M$eai'; Knight's 
reading ; F. I, « The Messengers of Fenice states the meate ' ; Ff. 2, 
3, ^*Tie Messenger rf Fenke states the ateate' ; Q. i, *And the 
great Messengers §f Fenice stay*; Qq. 1, 3, *TMe meate, great 
Messengers of Fenice stay,* 

IV. iii. 13. • AWs one, GoodfaUh * ; Q. i, * jUPs one geod/akk ' 5 
Qq. «, 3, < Ail*s one ; good/other'; Ft, < AU^s one .* good Father,* 

IV. iii. 16. ' BarSara*; Qq. read *3arhary*; F. 1, < BarbarU,* 

IV. Iii. 41, &c ; the original of Desdemona's song is to be 
found in Percy's Reliques under the title of * A Lover^s Compiamt, 
being forsaken of his Love*, where the plaintiTe lover is a man. 

IV. iii. 41. 'sig^*\ Ff., ^singing*; Q. 3, ^eit^hing*\ F. I, 
(Dev.) *sining,* 

V. i. 81.83; ^^' ^*> x^5-i93t 166-17S; omitted in Q. i. 

V. i. 105. * gentlemen,* the reading of Ff.; Qq., < Gentlevfoman,* 

V.!. 107. *ifyom stare'; 8oFf.; Qq. i, %, * an ym stirre* ; Q. 3, 
' an you stirr ' ; Anon oonj. ' if yon stay,* 

V. ii. 7. *Fut out the light, and then ^ ont the Bght^ ; «.#., 
' put out the light, and then put out the light of life.' The 
Cambridge Editors give some dozen Tariant methods of punctu- 
ating and reading the line, but it is perfectly clear as it stands. 

V. ii. 151. *made moeis with love*; « taken advanuge to play 
upon the weakness of passion" (Johnson). 

V. ii. 171. * Disprove this villain * ; Capell, ' Disprove it, vUlaim,* 

V. ii. 337. *hring away*; Qq., ^hrii^ him atoay*; Collier MS., 
* bring them away, * 

V. il 347. •Indian*; F. i, *Indean*; Theobald proposed 
< JtuSan,* adding, « 1 am satisfied in his JmSan he is alluding 
to Herod, who, in a fit of blind jealosies threw away such a 
)ewel of a wife as Mariamne was to him." This interpretation 
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wan WarburtonV « Thii it is," as Coleridge put it, " for no-poets 
to comment on the greatest of poets I To make Othello say 
that he, who had killed his wife, was like Herod who had 
killed Mariamnel" Boswell aptly quotes from Habington's 
Csitara : — 

**Sff tfu unskilfui Indian tkost hrigM gtm» 
Which might add majtsiy to diadtm*^ 
^Mottg th4 wavts scattsrs," 
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